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LYRICAL 




CROSSWAYS 

1889 


‘ The stars are threshed, and the souls are threshed from their 
hush.’—WiLUAU Blake 
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CROSSWAYS 


THE SONG OF THE HAPPY SHEPHERD 

The woods of Arcady are dead, 

And over is their antique joy; 

Of old the world on dreaming fed; 

Grey Truth is now her painted toy; 

Yet still she turns her restless head* 

But O, sick children of the world, 

Of all the many changing things 
In dreary dancing past us whirled, 

To the cracked tune that Chronos sings, 
Words alone are certain good._ 

Where are now the warring kings, 

"Word be-mockers?—^By the Rood 
Where are now the warring kings? 

An idle word is now their glory 
By the stammering schoolboy said, 
Reading some entangled story: 

The kings of the old. time are dead, 

The wandering earth herself may be 
Only a sudden flaming word, 

In clanging space a moment heard, 
Troubling the endless reverie. 

Then nowise worship dusty deeds. 

Nor seek, for this is also sooth, 

To hunger fiercely after truth. 

Lest all thy toiling only breeds 
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New dreams, new dreams; there is no truth 
Saving in thine own heart. Seek, then. 

No learning from the starry men. 

Who follow with the optic glass 
The whirling ways of stars that pass— 

Seek, then, for this is also sooth. 

No word of theirs—the cold star-bane 
Has cloven and rent their hearts in twain, 
And dead is all their human truth. 

Go gather by the humming sea 
Some twisted, echo-harbouring shell. 

And to its lips thy story tell. 

And they thy comforters will be, 

Rewarding in melodious guile 
Thy fretful words a little while. 

Till they shall singing fade in ruth 
And die a pearly brotherhood; 

For words alone are certain good: 

Sing, then, for this is also sooth. 

I must be gone: there is a grave 
Where daffodil and lily wave, 

And I would please the hapless faun, 

Buried under the sleepy ground. 

With mirthful songs before the dawn. 

His shouting days with mirth were crowned 
And still I dream he treads the lawn, 
Walking ghostly in the dew, 

Pierced by my glad singing through. 

My songs of old earth’s dreamy youth: 

But ah! she dreams not now; dream thou! 
For fair are poppies on the brow: 

Dream, dream, for this is also sooth. 


THE SAD SHEPHERD 

There was a man whom Sorrow named his friend, 
And he, of his high comrade Sorrow drearning. 

Went walking with slow steps along the gleaming 
And humming sands, where windy surges wend: 

And he called loudly to the stars to bend 

From their pale thrones and comfort him, but they 
Among themselves laugh on and sing alway. 

And then the man whom Sorrow named his frien 
Cried out. Dim sea, hear my most piteous story! 

The sea swept on and cried her old cry still. 

Rolling along in dreams from hill to hill. 

He fled the persecution of her glory 
And, in a far-off, gentle valley stopping. 

Cried all his story to the dewdrops glistening. 

But naught they heard, for they are always listening. 
The dewdrops, for the sound of their own dropping. 
And then the man whom Sorrow named his taen 
Sought once again the shore, and found a shell, 

And thought, I will my heavy story tell 
Till my own words, re-echoing, shall send 
Their sadness through a hollow, pearly heart; 

And my own tale again for me shall sing,^ 

And my own whispering words he comjorting, 

And lo! my ancient burden may depart. 

Then he sang softly nigh the pearly rim; 

But the sad dweller by the sea-ways lone 
Changed all he sang to inarticulate moan 
Among her wildering whirls, forgetting him. 
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the cloak, the boat, and the shoes 

‘What do you make so fair and bright? 

‘I make the cloak of Sorrow: 

O lovely to see in all men s sight 
Shall be the cloak of Sorrow, 

In all men’s sight.’ 

‘What do you build with sails for flight? 

‘I build a boat for Sorrow: 

O swift on the seas all day and night 
Saileth the rover Sorrow, 

All day and night. 

‘What do you weave with wool so white? 

‘I weave the shoes of Sorrow. ^ 

Soundless shall be the footfall light 
In all men’s ears of Sorrow, 

Sudden and light.’ 


ANASHUYA AND VIJAYA 

A link Indian temple in the Golden Age. Around it a garden; 
around that the forest. Anashuya, the young priestess, kneeling 
within the temple. 

Anashuya. Send peace on all the lands and flickering 
corn*— 

O, may tranquillity walk by his elbow 
when wandering in the forest, if h?: love 



No other.—Hear, and may the indolent flocks 
Be plentiful.—And if he love another, 

May panthers end him.—Hear, and load our king 
With wisdom hour by hour.—May we two stand. 
When we are dead, beyond the setting suns, 

A little from the other shades apart. 

With mingling hair, and play upon one lute. 

Vijaya [entering and throwing a lily at her]. Hail! hail, my 
Anashuya. 

Anashuya. No: be still. 

I, priestess of this temple, offer up 
Prayers for the land. 

Vijaya. I will wait here, Amrita. 

Anashuya. By mighty Brahma’s ever-rustling robe. 

Who is Amrita? Sorrow of all sorrows! 

Another fills your mind. 

Vijaya. My mother’s name. 

Anashuya [sing^, coming out of the temple]. 

A sad, sad thought went hy me slowly: 

Sigh, O you little stars! O sigh and shah your blue 
apparel! 

The sad, sad thought has gone from me now wholly: 

Sing, O you little stars! 0 sing and raise your rapturous 
carol 

To mighty Brahma, he who made you many as the sands. 
And laid you on the gates of evening with his quiet hands. 

[Stti down on the steps of the temple.] 
Vijaya, I have brought my evening rice; 

The sun has laid his chin on the grey wood. 

Weary, with 2?11 his poppies gathered round him* 


“ifrfgta «i* their mutmunng baths. 

''' c 1. w tbe sacred old flamingoes come, 
Anashuya. See o ^ ^ marble steps; 

Painting witb wonted perches 

Aged »»d * «img. ■»<!» 

"Within the temp . i ^|-Polv minds. 

To wander by ™ ^ chase him away, 

’after you. 

He is a famous Jnnowed streams. 

He ruffles with his bill the rn 

Ah! there he snaps my ^ 

How cuff him off. H Have you no thanks? 

Because you saved my rice, mv y 

S 7 ^ "" 

-t »btKaJ Wt, a«^ ate, ».», -» 

Atmyr -*' ^‘*°“ *' T" ° T 

TVipir faces are all worn, and in their eye 
Vijaya. Their ..jiness for they see 

Hashes the fe ,,1 A, Nith, 

Whiti» *' i'^T7 

Y j ?W flaming forests cower the lion 

tl Less, with all theit 

knA. ever pacing on the verge g 


The phantom, Beauty, in a mist of tears; 

While we alone have round us woven woods, 

And feel the softness of each other’s hand, 

Amrita, while- 

Anashiya [going away Jrom him]. 

Ah me! you love another, 

[Bursting into tears.] 

And may some sudden dreadful ill befall her! 

Vijaya. I loved another; now I love no other. 

Among the mouldering of ancient woods 
You live, and on the village border she, 

With her old father the blind wood-cutter; 

I saw her standing in her door but now, 

Anashuya. Vijaya, swear to love her never more, 

Vijaya. Ay, ay* 

Anashuya. Swear by the parents of the gods, 

Dread oath, who dwell on sacred Himalay, 

On the far Golden Peak; enormous shapes, 

Who still were old when the great sea was young; 
On their vast faces mystery and dreams; 

Their hair along the mountains rolled and filled 
From year to year by the unnumbered nests 
Of aweless birds, and round their stirless feet 
The joyous flocks of deer and antelope, 

Who never hear the unforgiving hound. 

Swear! 

Vijaya. By the parents of the gods, I swear, 

Anashuya I ham Jorgiven^ O new star! 

Mayhe you have not heard oj us^ you have come forth so 
newly^ ® 
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sJlhin A.p 0/ 9«« *; '‘rrZnlL 

A lonely laughter, and may hiss hts hands to me p. 

Farewell, Vijaya. Nay. no word, no word; 

I, priestess of this temple, offer up 

Prayers for the land. [Vijaya goes.] 

O Brahma, guard in sleep 
The merry lambs and the complacent ^ine. 

The flies below the leaves, and the young 
In the tree roots, and all the sacred flocks 
Of red flamingoes; and my love Vijaya; 

And may no restless fay with fidget finger 
Troub Jhis sleeping; give him dreams of me. 


the INDIAN UPON GOD 

I PASSED along the water’s edge below the humid trees. 
My spirit rocked in evening light, the rushes round my 

My ^St rocked in sleep and sighs; and saw the moor- 

fowl ps.cc T 

All dripping on a grassy slope, and saw them cease to 

Eachther round in circles, and heard the eldest speak: 
Who holds the world between His bill and made us strong or 

Is anZtdying moorfowl, and He lives beyond the sky. 

The rains are from His dripping wing, the moonbeams from 

His eye. 


I passed a little further on and heard a lotus talk: 

Who made the v^orld and ruleth it^ He hangeth on a stalky 
For I am in His image made^ and all this tinkling tide 
Is hut a sliding drop of rain between His petals wide. 

A little way within the gloom a roebuck raised his eyes 
Brimful of starlight, and he said: The Stamper of the 
SkieSf 

He is a gentle roebuck; for how else^ I pray^ could He 
Conceive a thing so sad and soft^ a gentle thing like me? 

I passed a little further on and heard a peacock say: 
Who made the grass and made the worms and made my feathers 

He is a monstrous peacock^ and He waveth all the night 
His languid tail above us^ lit with myriad spots of light. 


THE INDIAN TO HIS LOVE 

The island dreams under the dawn 
And great boughs drop tranquillity; 

The peahens dance on a smooth lawn, 

A parrot sways upon a tree, 

Raging at his own image in the enamelled sea* 

Here we will moor our lonely ship 
And wander ever with woven hands, 

Murmuring softly lip to lip, 

Along the grass, along the sands, 

Murmuring how far away are the unquiet lands: 

How we alone of mortals are 
Hid under quiet boughs apart. 

While our love grows an Indian star, 

A meteor of the burning heart, 
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One w.th A. tide that gleams, the wmgs that gleam 

The hltjjTtoagt'S. the '’“"f 
That moans and sighs a hundred days. 

How when we die our shades will rove, 

When eve has hushed the feathered ways, 

wSt vJpouty footsole by *e wat.ds dtowsg blaae. 


the falling of the leaves 
Autumn is over the long leaves that love us, 

And over the mice in the barley sheaves. 

Yellow the leaves of the rowan above us. 

And yellow the wet wild-strawberry leaves. 

The hour of the waning of love has beset us. 
And weary and worn are our sad souls no , 

Let us P?t, ere the season of passion forget us. 
With a\iss and a tear on thy drooping brow. 


ephemera 

‘Your eyes that once were never weary of mine 
Are bowed in sorrow under pendulous lids, 

Because our love is waning.’ 

‘Althouah our love is waning, let us stand 
By the lone border of Ae lake once more, 
Tosether in that hour of gentleness 
wLn the poor tired child. Passion, falls asleep. 
How far away the stars seem, and how tar 
Is our first kiss, and ah, how old my heart. 
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Pensive they paced along the faded leaves, 

While slowly he whose hand held hers replied: 
Passion has often worn our wandering hearts/ 

The woods were round them, and the yellow leaves 
Fell like faint meteors in the gloom, and once 
A rabbit old and lame limped down the path; 
Autumn was over him: and now they stood 
On the lone border of the lake once more: 

Turning, he saw that she had thrust dead leaves 
Gathered in silence, dewy as her eyes, 

In bosom and hair. 

^Ah, do not mourn,' he said, 
'That we are tired, for other loves await us; 

Hate on and love through unrepining hours* 

Before us lies eternity; our souls 
Are love, and a continual farewell.' 


THE MADNESS OF KING GOLL 

I SAT on cushioned otter-skin: 

My word was law from Ith to Emain, 

And shook at Invar Amargin 

The hearts of the world-troubling seamen, 

And drove tumult and war away 
From girl and boy and man and beast; 

The fields grew fatter day by day, 

The wild fowl of the air increased; 

And every ancient Ollave said, 

While he bent down his fading head, 

'He drives away the Northern cold.' 

They will not hush, the leaves a-flutter round me, the beech 
leaves olL 
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I sat and mused and drank sweet wine, 

A herdsman came from inland valleys, 

Crying, the pirates drove his swine 
To fill their dark-beaked hollow galleys. 

I called my battle-breaking men 
And my loud brazen battle-cars 
From rolling vale and rivery glen; 

And under the blinking of the stars 
Fell on the pirates by the deep, 

And hurled them in the gulph of sleep: 

These hands won many a torque of gold. 

They will not hush, the haves a-flutter round me, the beech 
haves old. 

But slowly, as I shouting slew 
And trampled in the bubbling mire. 

In my most secret spirit grew 
A whirling and a wandering fire: 

I stood: keen stars above me shone. 

Around me shone keen eyes of men: 

I laughed aloud and hurried on 
By rocky shore and rushy fen; 

I laughed because birds fluttered by. 

And starlight gleamed, and clouds flew high. 

And tushes waved and waters rolled. 

They will not hush, the leaves aflutter round me, the beech 
leaves old. 

And now I wander in the woods 
When summer gluts the golden bees, 

Or in autumnal solitudes 
Arise the leopard-coloured trees; 

Or when along the wintry strands 
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The cormorants shiver on their rocks; 

I wander on^ and wave my hands^ 

And sing, and shake my heavy locks* 

The grey wolf knows me; by one ear 
I lead along the woodland deer; 

The hares run by me growing bold. 

They will not hush^ the leaves a-Jlutter round me, the beech 
leaves old. 

I came upon a little town 

That slumbered in the harvest moon, 

And passed a-tiptoe up and down, 

Murmuring, to a fitful tune, 

How I have followed, night and day, 

A tramping of tremendous feet. 

And saw where this old tympan lay 
Deserted on a doorway seat, 

And bore it to the woods with me; 

Of some inhuman miser)’' 

Our married voices wildly trolled. 

They will not hush, the leaves a-jlutter round me, the leech 
leaves old. 

I sang how, when day^s toil is done. 

Orchil shakes out her long dark hair 

That hides away the dying sun 

And sheds faint odours through the air: 

When my hand passed from wire to wire 
It quenched, with sound like falling dew. 

The whirling and the wandering fire; 

But lift a mournful* ulalu, 

For the kind wires are torn and still, 

And I must winder wood and hill 
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Through summer’s heat and winter’s cold. #'’ >■ 

They will not hush, the leaves a-jlutter round me, the beech ‘i ^ 

leaves old. 


THE STOLEN CHILD 

Where dips the rockp highland 
Of Sleuth Wood in the lake, 

There lies a leafy island 
Where flapping herons wake 
The drowsy water-rats; 

There we’ve hid our faery vats, 

Full of berries 

And of reddest stolen cherries. 

Come away, O human child! 

To the waters and the wild 
With ajaery, hand in hand. 

For the world’s more full of weeping than you 
can understand. 

Where the wave of moonlight glosses 
The dim grey sands with light. 

Far off by furthest Rosses 
We foot it all the night. 

Weaving olden dances. 

Mingling hands and mingling glances 
Till the moon has taken flight; 

To and fro we leap 

And chase the frothy bubbles. 

While the world is full of troubles 
And is anxious in its sleep. 

Come away, O human child! 

To the waters and the wild 
20 
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With a faery, hand in hand, 

For the v^orld's more full of 'weeping than you 
can understand. 

Where the wandering water gushes 
From the hills above Glen-Car, 

In pools among the rushes 
That scarce could bathe a star, 

We seek for slumbering trout 
And whispering in their ears 
Give them unquiet dreams; 

Leaning softly out 

From ferns that drop their tears 

Over the young streams. 

Come away, O human child! 

To the waters and the wild 
With a faery, hand in hand, 

For the worlTs more full of weeping than you 
can understand. 

Away with us he's going, 

The solemn-eyed: 

Hell hear no more the lowing 
Of the calves on the warm hillside 
Or the kettle on the hob 
Sing peace into his breast, 

Or see the brown mice bob 
Round and round the oatmeal-chest. 

For he comes, the human child, 

To the waters and the wild 
With a faery, Jhand in hand. 

From a world more full of weeping than he 
can Understands 
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TO AN ISLE IN THE WATER 

Shy one, shy one, 

Shy one of my heart, 

She moves in the firelight 
Pensively apart. 

She carries in the dishes. 

And lays them in a row. 

To an isle in the water 
With her would I go. 

She carries in the candles, 

And lights the curtained room, 
Shy in the doorway 
And shy in the gloom; 

And shy as a rabbit, 

Helpful and shy. 

To an isle in the water 
With her would I fly. 


DOWN BY THE SALLEY GARDENS 

Down by the salley gardens my love and I did meet; 

She passed the salley gardens with little snow-white 
feet. 

She bid me take love easy, as the leaves grow on the 
tree; 

But I, being young and foolish, with her would not 
agree. 



In a field by the river my love and I did stand, 

And on my leaning shoulder she laid her snow-v^hite 
hand. 

She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on the weirs; 
But I was young and foolish, and now am full of tears. 


THE MEDITATION OF THE OLD FISHERMAN 

You waves, though you dance by my feet like children 
at play. 

Though you glow and you glance, though you purr and 
you dart; 

In the Junes that were warmer than these are, the waves 
were more gay, 

When 1 was a hoy with never a crack in my heart. 

The herring are not in the tides as they were of old; 

My sorrow! for many a creak gave the creel in the cart 

That carried the take to Sligo town to be sold, 

When I was a hoy with never a crack in my heart. 

And ah, you proud maiden, you are not so fair when 
his oar 

Is heard on the water, as they were, the proud and apart, 

Who paced in the eve by the nets on the pebbly shore, 

When 1 was a hoy with never a crack in my heart. 


THE BALLAD OF FATHER O'HART 

Good Father John O'Hart 
In penal day? rode out 
To a shoneen who had free lands 
And his'^own snipe and trout. 
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In trust took he John's lands; 

Sleiveens were all his race; 

And he gave them as dowers to his daughters, 
And they married beyond their place. 

But Father John went up, 

And Father John went down; 

And he wore small holes in his shoes, 

And he wore large holes in his gown. 

All loved him, only the shoneen. 

Whom the devils have by the hair, 

From the wives, and the cats, and the children, 
To the birds in the white of the air. 

The birds, for he opened their cages 
As he went up and down; 

And he said with a smile, ^Flave peace now'; 
And he went his way with a frown. 

But if when anyone died 
Came keeners hoarser than rooks, 

He bade them give over their keening; 

For he was a man of books. 

And these were the works of John, 

When, weeping score by score. 

People came into Coloony; 

For he'd died at ninety-four. 

There was no human keening; 

The birds from Knocknarea 
And the world round Knocknashee 
Came keening in that day. 
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The )70ung birds and old birds 
Came flying, heavy and sad; 
Keening in from Tiraragh, 
Keening from Ballinafad; 

Keening from Inishmurray, 
Nor stayed for bite or sup; 
This way were all reproved 
Who dig old customs up. 


THE BALLAD OF MOLL MAGEE 

Come round me, little childer; 
There, don't fling stones at me 
Because I mutter as I go; 

But pity Moll Magee. 

My man was a poor fisher 
With shore lines in the say; 

My work was saltin' herrings 
The whole of the long day. 

And sometimes from the saltin' shed 
I scarce could drag my feet. 

Under the blessed moonlight. 

Along the pebbly street. 

I'd always been but weakly, 

And my b^by was just born; 

A neighbour minded her by day, 

I minded her till morn. 
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I lay upon my baby; 

Ye little childer dear, 

I looked on my cold baby 

When the morn grew frosty and clear, 

A weary woman sleeps so hard! 

My man grew red and pale, 

And gave me money, and bade me go 
To my own place, Kinsale. 

He drove me out and shut the door^ 
And gave his curse to me; 

I went away in silence. 

No neighbour could I see. 

The windows and the doors were shut. 
One star shone faint and green, 

The little straws were turnin^ round 
Across the bare boreen. 

I went away in silence: 

Beyond old Martin's byre 
I saw a kindly neighbour 
Blowin' her mornin' fire. 

She drew from me my story— 

My money's all used up, 

And still, with pityin', scornin' eye, 
She gives me bite and sup. 

She says my man will surely come, 
And fetch me home agin; ^ 

But always, as I'm movin' round, 
Without doors or within, 
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Or goin' to the well, 

Tm thinkin^ of my' baby 
And keenin^ to myselk 


And sometimes I am sure she knows 
When, openin' wide His door, 

God lights the stars, His candles, 
And looks upon the poor. 


So now, ye little childer, 

Ye won't fling stones at me; 

But gather with your shinin' looks 
And pity Moll Magee. 


THE BALLAD OF THE FOXHUNTER 

^Lay me in a cushioned chair; 

Carry me, ye four. 

With cushions here and cushions there, 
To see the w’orld once more. 

^To stable and to kennel go; 

Bring what is there to bring; 

Lead my Lollard to and fro, 

Or gently in a ring. 

'Put the chair upon the grass: 

Bring Rody and his hounds, 

That I may contented pass 
From tdiese earthly bounds/ 


His eyelids droop, his head falls low, 

His old eyes cloud wida dreams. 

The sun upon all things that grow 
Falls in sleepy streams. 

Brown Lollard treads upon the lawn. 

And to the armchair goes, 

Zd now the old man's dreams ate gone, 
H. smooths the long brown nose. 


And now moves many a pleasant tongue 
Upon his wasted hands. 

For leading aged hounds and young 
TVip Viuntsman near him stands. 


‘Huntsman Rody, blow the horn. 
Make the hills reply. 

The huntsman loosens on the morn 
A gay wandering cry. 

Fire is in the old man s eyes. 

His fingers move and sway, _ 

And when the wandering music dies 
They hear him feebly say, 

‘Huntsman Rody, blow the horn. 
Make the hills reply.’ 

‘I cannot blow upon my horn, 

I can but weep and sigh.’ 

Servants round his cushioned place 
Are with new sorrow wrung; 
Hounds are gazing on his lace, 
Aged hounds and young. 
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One blind hound only lies apart 
On the sun-smitten grass; 

He holds deep commune with his heart: 
The moments pass and pass; 

The blind hound with a mournful din 
Lifts slow his wintry head; 

The servants bear the body in; 

The hounds wail for the dead. 
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THE ROSE 


TO THE ROSE UPON THE ROOD OF TIME 

Red RosCi proud Rose^ sad Rose of all my days! 

Come near me^ v^hile I sing the ancient ways: 
Cuchulain battling with the bitter tide; 

The Druid, grey, wood-nurtured, quiet-eyed, 

Who cast round Fergus dreams, and ruin untold; 

And thine own sadness, whereof stars, grown old 
In dancing silver-sandalled on the sea, 

Sing in their high and lonely melody. 

Come near, that no more blinded by man s fate, 

I find under the boughs of love and hate, 

In all poor foolish things that live a day, 

Eternal beauty wandering on her way. 

Come near, come near, come near — Ah, leave me still 
A little space for the rose-breath to fill! 

Lest I no more hear common things that crave; 

The weak worm hiding down in its small cave, 

The field-mouse running by me in the grass, 

And heavy mortal hopes that toil and pass; 

But seek alone to hear the strange things said 
By God to the bright hearts of those long dead, 

And learn to chaunt a tongue men do not know* 

Come near; I would, before my time to go. 

Sing of old Eire and the ancient ways: 

Red Rose, proud Rose, sad Rose of all my days* 
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FERGUS AND THE DRUID 

Ferpus. This whole day have I followed in the rocks, 
And you have changed and flowed from shape to 
shape, 

First as a raven on whose ancient wings 
Scarcely a feather lingered, then you seemed 
A weasel moving on from stone to stone. 

And now at last you wear a human shape, 

A thin grey man half lost in gathering night. 

Druid. What would you, king of the proud Red Branch 
kings? 

Fergus. This would I say, most wise of living souls: 
Young subtle Conchubar sat close by me 
When I gave judgment, and his words were wise, 
And what to me was burden without end. 

To him seemed easy, so I laid the crown 
Upon his head to cast away my sorrow. 

Druid. What would you, king of the proud Red Branch 
kings? 

Fergus. A king and proud! and that is my despair. 

1 feast amid my people on the hill. 

And pace the woods, and drive my chariot-wheels 
In the white border of the murmuring sea; 

And still I feel the crown upon my head. 

Druid. What would you, Fergus? 

Fergus. Be no more a king 

But learn the dreaming wisdom that is yours. 
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Druid. Look on my thin grey hair and hollow cheeks 
And on these hands that may not lift the sword, 
This body trembling like a wind-blown reed* 

No woman's loved me, no man sought my help* 

Fergus. A king is but a foolish labourer 
Who wastes his blood to be another's dream* 

Druid. Take, if you must, this little bag of dreams; 
Unloose the cord, and they will wrap you round* 

Fergus. I see my life go drifting like a river 
From change to change; I have been many things— 
A green drop in the surge, a gleam of light 
Upon a sword, a fir-tree on a hill, 

An old slave grinding at a heavy quern, 

A king sitting upon a chair of gold— 

And all these things were wonderful and great; 

But now I have grown nothing, knowing all* 

Ah! Druid, Druid, how great webs of sorrow 
Lay hidden in the small slate-coloured thing! 


CUCHULAIN'S FIGHT WITH THE SEA 

A MAN came slowly from the setting sun, 

To Emer, raddling raiment in her dun, 

And said, T am that swineherd whom you bid 
Go watch the road between the wood and tide. 
But now I have no need to watch it more*' 

Then Emer cast the web upon the floor, 

And raising arms all raddled with the dye, 
Parted her lipS with a loud sudden cry* 
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That swineherd stared upon her face and said, 

'No man alive, no man among the dead, 

Has won the gold his cars of battle bring/ 

'But if pour master comes home triumphing 

Whp must pou blench and shake from foot to crown? 

Thereon he shook the more and cast him down 
Upon the web-heaped floor, and cried his word: 

'With him is one sweet-throated like a bird/ 

'You dare me to mp face,' and thereupon 
She smote with raddled fist, and where her son 
Herded the cattle came with stumbling feet, 

And cried with angrp voice, Tt is not meet 
To idle life awap, a common herd/ 

'I have long waited, mother, for that word: 

But wherefore now?' 

'There is a man to die; 

You have the heaviest arm under the skp/ 

'Whether under its daplight or its stars 
Mp father stands amid his battle-cars/ 

'But pou have grown to be the taller man/ 

'Yet somewhere under starlight or the sun 
My father stands/ 

'Aged, worn out with wars 
On foot, on horseback or in battle-cars/ 

'I only ask what way mp journey lies, 

For He who made pou bitter made pou wise/ 

'The Red Branch camp in a great company 
Between wood's rim and the horses of the sea. 

3S 


Go there, and light a camp-fire at wood's rim; 

But tell your name and lineage to him 

Whose blade compels, and wait till they have found 

Some feasting man that the same oath has bound/ 

Among those feasting men Cuchulain dwelt, 

And his young sweetheart close beside him knelt, 
Stared on the mournful wonder of his eyes, 

Even as Spring upon the ancient skies, 

And pondered on the glory of his days; 

And all around the harp-string told his praise, 

And Conchubar, the Red Branch king of kings, 
With his own fingers touched the brazen strings* 

At last Cuchulain spake, ^Some man has made 
His evening fire amid the leafy shade* 

I have often heard him singing to and fro, 

I have often heard the sweet sound of his bow. 

Seek out what man he is*' 


One went and came* 

^He bade me let all know he gives his name 
At the sword-point, and waits till we have found 
Some feasting man that the same oath has bound/ 

Cuchulain cried, 'I am the only man 

Of all this host so bound from childhood on*' 

After short fighting in the leafy shade, 

He spake to the young man. Is there no maid 
Who loves you, no white arms to wrap you rounds 
Or do you long for the dim sleepy ground. 

That you have come and dared me to my face/ 
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^The dooms of men are in God^s hidden place* 


'Your head a while seemed like a woman's head 
That I loved once/ 

Again the fighting sped, 

But now the war-rage in Cuchulain woke, 

And through that new blade's guard the old blade 
broke, 

And pierced him. 

'Speak before your breath is done/ 

'Cuchulain I, mighty Cuchulain's son/ 

T put you from your pain. I can no more.' 

While day its burden on to evening bore, 

With head bowed on his knees Cuchulain stayed; 
Then Conchubar sent that sweet-throated maid, 

And she, to win him, his grey hair caressed; 

In vain her arms, in vain her soft white breast. 

Then Conchubar, the subtlest of all men, 

Ranking his Druids round him ten by ten, 

Spake thus: 'Cuchulain will dwell there and brood 
For three days more in dreadful quietude, 

And then arise, and raving slay us all. 

Chaunt in his ear delusions magical, 

That he may fight the horses of the sea.' 

The Druids took them to their mystery, 

And chaunted for three days. 

Cuchulain stirred, 

Stared on the horses of the sea, and heard 
The cars of battle and his own name cried; 

And fought with the invulnerable tide. 


THE ROSE OF THE WORLD 


Who dreamed that beauty passes like a dream? 
For these red lips, with all their mournful pride, 
Mournful that no new wonder may betide, 

Troy passed away in one high funeral gleam, 

And Usna^s chilien died. 

We and the labouring world are passing by: 
Amid men's souls, that waver and give place 
Like the pale waters in their wintry race, 

Under the passing stars, foam of the sky. 

Lives on this lonely face. 

Bow down, archangels, in your dim abode: 

Before you were, or any hearts to beat, 

Weary and kind one lingered by His seat; 

He made the world to be a grassy road 
Before her wandering feet. 


THE ROSE OF PEACE 

If Michael, leader of God's host 
When Heaven and Hell are met. 

Looked down on you from Heaven's door-post 
He would his deeds forget. 

Brooding no more upon God's wars 
In his divine homestead, 

He would go weave out of the stars 
A chaplet for your head. 
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And all folk seeing him bow down, 

And white stars tell your praise, 

Would come at last to God's great town, 
Led on by gentle ways; 

And God would bid His warfare cease, 
Saying all things were well; 

And softly make a rosy peace, 

A peace of Heaven with HelL 


THE ROSE OF BATTLE 

Rose of all Roses, Rose of all the World! 

The tall thought-woven sails, that flap unfurled 
Above the tide of hours, trouble the air. 

And God's bell buoyed to be the water's care; 
While hushed from fear, or loud with hope, a band 
With blown, spray-dabbled hair gather at hand* 
Turn if you may from battles never done, 

I call, as they go by me one by one, 

Danger no refuge holds, and war no peace, 

For him who hears love sing and never cease, 

Beside her clean-swept hearth, her quiet shade: 

But gather all for whom no love hath made 
A woven silence, or but came to cast 
A song into the air, and singing passed 
To smile on the pale dawn; and gather you 
Who have sought more than is in rain or dew, 

Or in the sun and moon, or on the earth, 

Or sighs amid the wandering, starfy mirth, 

Or comes in laughter from the sea s sad lips, 

And wage God's battles in the long grey ships^ 
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The sad^ the lonely^ the insatiahle^ 

To these Old Night shall all her mystery tell; 

GoTs hell has claimed them hy the little cry 
OJ their sad hearts, that may not live nor die. 

Rose of all Roses, Rose of all the World! 

You, too, have come where the dim tides are hurled 
Upon the wharves of sorrow, and heard ring 
The bell that calls us on; the sweet far things 
Beauty grown sad with its eternity 
Made you of us, and of the dim grey sea. 

Our long ships loose thought-woven sails and wait, 
For God has bid them share an equal fate; 

And when at last, defeated in His wars, 

They have gone down under the same white stars, 
We shall no longer hear the little cry 
Of our sad hearts, that may riot live nor die. 


A FAERY SONG 

Sting hy the people of Faery over Diarmnid and Grania, 
in their hridal sleep under a Cromlech. 

We who are old, old and gay, 

O so old! 

Thousands of years, thousands of years, 

If all were told: 

Give to these children, new from the world, 
Silence and love; * 

And the long dew-dropping hours of the night. 
And the starS above: 


43 




Give to these children, new from the world, 
Rest far from men. 

Is an7thing better, anything better? 

Tell us it then: 

Us who are old, old and gay, 

O so old! 

Thousands of years, thousands of years, 

If all were told. 


THE LAKE ISLE OF INNISFREE 

I WILL arise and go now, and go to Innisfree, 

And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made: 

Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honey¬ 
bee, 

And live alone in the bee-loud glade. 

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes 
dropping slow, 

Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the 
cricket sings; 

There midnight's all a glimmer, and noon a purple 
glow. 

And evening full of the linnet's wings. 

I will arise and go now, for always night and day 

I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore; 

While I stand on the roadway, r or on the pavements 

I hear it in the deep heart's core. 
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A CRADLE SONG 


The angels are stooping 
Above your bed; 

They weary of trooping 
With the whimpering dead. 

God's laughing in Heaven 
To see you so good; 

The Sailing Seven 
Are gay with His mood. 

I sigh that kiss you, 

For I must own 
That I shall miss you 
When you have grown. 


THE PITY OF LOVE 

A PITY beyond all telling 
Is hid in the heart of love: 

The folk who are buying and selling, 
The clouds on their journey above, 

The cold wet winds ever blowing, 

And the shadowy hazel grove 
Where mouse-grey waters are flowing, 
Threaten the head that I love. 

THE SORROW OF LOVE 

The brawling of a sparrow in the eaves, 
The brilliant moon and all the milky sky, 
And all that famous harmony of leaves, 
Had blotteti out man's image and his cry. 
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A girl arose that had red mournful lips 
And seemed the greatness of the world in tears, 
Doomed like Odpsseus and the labouring ships 
And proud as Priam murdered with his peers; 

Arose, and on the instant clamorous eaves, 

A climbing moon upon an empty sky, 

And all that lamentation of the leaves, 

Could but compose man's image and his cry. 


WHEN YOU ARE OLD 

When you are old and grey and full of sleep, 
And nodding by the fire, take down this book. 
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look 
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep; 

How many loved your moments of glad grace. 
And loved your beauty with love false or true, 
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you. 
And loved the sorrows of your changing face; 

And bending down beside the glowing bars, 
Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fl.ed 
And paced upon the mountains overhead 
And hid his face amid a crowd of stars. 


THE WHITE BIRDS 

I WOULD that we were, my beloved, white birds on the 
foam of the sea! 

We tire of the flame of the meteor, before it can fade 
and flee; 


on the rim of the sky, 

Has awaked in our hearts, my beloved, a sadness that 
may not die. 

A weariness comes from those dreamers, dew-dabbled, 
the lily and rose; 

Ah, dream not of them, my beloved, the flame of the 
meteor that goes. 

Or the flame of the blue star that lingers hung low in 
the fall of the dew: 

For I would we were changed to white birds on the 
wandering foam: I and you! 

I am haunted by numberless islands, and many a 
Danaan shore. 

Where Time would surely forget us, and Sorrow come 
near us no more; 

Soon far from the rose and the lily and fret of the 
flames would we be, 

Were we only white birds, my beloved, buoyed out on 
the foam of the sea! 

A DREAM OF DEATH 

I DREAMED that One had died in a strange place 
Near no accustomed hand; 

And they had nailed the boards above her face, 
The peasants of that land. 

Wondering to lay her in that solitude, 

And raised above Jier mound 
A cross they had made out of two bits of wood, 
And planted cypress round; 
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And left her to the indifferent stars above 
Until I carved these words: 

She \K>as more beautiful than thy first love^ 

But now lies under boards* 


THE COUNTESS CATHLEEN IN PARADISE 

All the heav}^ days are over; 

Leave the body's coloured pride 
Underneath the grass and clover, 

With the feet laid side by side. 

Bathed in flaming founts of duty 
She'll not ask a haughty dress; 

Carry all that mournful beauty 
To the scented oaken press. 

Did the kiss of Mother Mary 
Put that music in her face? 

Yet she goes with footstep wary, 

Full of earth's old timid grace. 

'Mong the feet of angels seven 
What a dancer glimmering! 

All the heavens bow down to Heaven, 
Flame to flame and wing to wing. 


WHO GOES WITH FERGUS? 

Who will go drive with Fergus now, 

And pierce the deep wood's woven shade, 
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And dance upon the level shore? 
Young man, lift up pour russet brow, 
And lift pour tender epelids, maid. 
And brood on hopes and fear no more. 

And no more turn aside and brood 
Upon love’s bitter mpsterp; 

For Fergus rules the brazen cars, 

And rules the shadows of the wood. 
And the white breast of the dim sea 
And all dishevelled wandering stars. 


THE MAN WHO DREAMED OF FAERYLAND 

He stood among a crowd at Drumahair; 

His heart hung all upon a silken dress. 

And he had known at last some tenderness. 
Before earth took him to her stonp care; 

But when a man poured fish into a pile. 

It seemed thep raised their little silver heads. 
And sang what gold morning or evening sheds 
Upon a woven world-forgotten isle 
Where people love beside the ravelled seas; 
That Time can never mar a lover’s vows 
Under that woven changeless roof of boughs: 
The singing shook him out of his new ease. 

He wandered bp the sands of Lissadell; 

His mind ran all on monep cares and fears. 
And he had knovs;n at last some prudent pears 
Before they heaped his grave under the hill; 
But while he»passed before a plashp place, 
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A lug-worm with its grey and muddy mouth 
Sang that somewhere to north or west or south 
There dwelt a gay, exulting, gentle race 
Under the golden or the silver skies; 

That if a dancer stayed his hungry foot 
It seemed the sun and moon were in the fruit: 
And at that singing he was no more wise. 

He mused beside the well of Scanavin, 

He mused upon his mockers: without fail 
His sudden vengeance were a country tale. 
When earthy night had drunk his body in; 

But one small knot-grass growing by the pool 
Sang where—unnecessary cruel voice— 

Old silence bids its chosen race rejoice, 
Whatever ravelled waters rise and fall 
Or stormy silver fret the gold of day, 

And midnight there enfold them like a fleece 
And lover there by lover be at peace. 

The tale drove his fine angry mood away. 

He slept under the hill of Lugnagall; 

And might have known at last unhaunted sleep 
Under that cold and vapour-turbaned steep, 
Now that the earth had taken man and all: 

Did not the worms that spired about his bones 
Proclaim with that unwearied, reedy cry 
That God has laid His fingers on the sky, 

That from those fingers glittering summer runs 
Upon the dancer by the dreamless wave. 

Why should those lovers th^t no lovers miss 
Dream, until God burn Nature with a kiss? 
The man has found no comfort in the grave. 
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THE DEDICATION TO A BOOK OF STORIES 
SELECTED FROM THE IRISH NOVELISTS 

There was a green branch hung with many a bell 
When her own people ruled this tragic Eire; 

And from its murmuring greenness, calm of Faery, 
A Druid kindness, on all hearers fell. 

It charmed away the merchant from his guile, 

And turned the farmer’s memory from his cattle, 
And hushed in sleep the roaring ranks of battle: 
And all grew friendly for a little while. 

Ah, Exiles wandering over lands and seas, 

And planning, plotting always that some morrow 
May set a stone upon ancestral Sorrow! 

I also bear a bell-branch full of ease. 

I tore it from green boughs winds tore and tossed 
Until the sap of summer had grown weary! 

I tore it from the barren boughs of Eire, 

That country where a man can be so crossed; 

Can be so battered, badgered and destroyed 
That he's a loveless man: gay bells bring laughter 
That shakes a mouldering cobweb from the rafter; 
And yet the saddest chimes are best enjoyed. 

Gay bells or sad, they bring you memories 
Of half-forgotten innocent old places: 

We and our bitterness have left no traces 
On Munster gi’ass and Connemara skies. 
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THE LAMENTATION OF THE OLD PENSIONER 


Although I shelter from the rain 
Under a broken tree, 

My chair was nearest to the fire 

In every company 

That talked of love or politics, 

Ere Time transfigured me. 

Though lads are making pikes again 
For some conspiracy, 

And crazy rascals rage their fill 
At human tyranny; 

My contemplations are of Time 
That has transfigured me. 

There's not a woman turns her face 
Upon a broken tree, 

And yet the beauties that I loved 
Are in my memory; 

I spit into the face of Time 
That has transfigured me. 


THE BALLAD OF FATHER GILLIGAN 

The old priest Peter Gilligan 
Was weary night and day; 

For half his flock were in their beds, 
Or under green sods lay. 

Once, while he nodded on a chair, 

At the moth-hour of eve, 
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Another poor man sent for him, 

And he began to grieve. 

‘I have no rest, nor joy, nor peace, 

For people die and die’; 

And after cried he, ‘God forgive! 

My body spake, not I!’ 

He knelt, and leaning on the chair 
He prayed and fell asleep; 

And the moth-hour went from the fields, 
And stars began to peep. 

They slowly into millions grew. 

And leaves shook in the wind; 

And God covered the world with shade. 
And whispered to mankind. 

Upon the time of sparrow-chirp 
When the moths came once more, 

The old priest Peter Gilligan 
Stood upright on the floor. 

‘Mavrone, mavrone! the man has died 
While I slept on the chair'; 

He roused his horse out of its sleep, 

And rode with little care. 

He rode now as he never rode, 

By rocky lane and fen; 

The sick man's wife opened the door: 
'Father! you come again!' 
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^And is the poor man dead?' he cried* 
^He died an hour ago.' 

The old priest Peter Gilligan 
In grief swaped to and fro. 


'When you were gone, he turned and died 
As merry as a bird.' 

The old priest Peter Gilligan 
He knelt him at that word. 

'He Who hath made the night of stars 
For souls who tire and bleed, 

Sent one of His great angels down 
To help me in my need. 

'He Who is wrapped in purple robeS;, 
With planets in His care, 

Had pity on the least of things 
Asleep upon a chair.' 


THE TWO TREES 

Beloved, gaze in thine own heart, 

The holy tree is growing there; 

From joy the holy branches start, 

And all the trembling flowers they bear. 
The changing colours of its fruit 
Have dowered the stars with merry light; 
The surety of its hidden root 
Has planted quiet in the night; 
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The shaking of its leafy head 
Has given the waves their melody, 

And made my lips and music wed, 
Murmuring a wizard song for thee* 
There the Loves a circle go, 

The flaming circle of our days, 

Gyring, spiring to and fro 
In those great ignorant leafy ways; 
Remembering all that shaken hair 
And how the winged sandals dart, 
Thine eyes grow full of tender care: 
Beloved, gaze in thine own heart* 

Gaze no more in the bitter glass 
The demons, with their subtle guile, 
Lift up before us when they pass. 

Or only gaze a little while; 

For there a fatal image grows 
That the stormy night receives, 

Roots half hidden under snows, 

Broken boughs and blackened leaves* 
For all things turn to barrenness 
In the dim glass the demons hold, 

The glass of outer weariness, 

Made when God slept in times of old* 
There, through the broken branches, go 
The ravens of unresting thought; 

Flying, crying, to and fro, 

Cruel claw and hungry throat, 

Or else they stand and sniff the wind. 
And shake their ragged wings; alas! 

Thy tender eyes grow all unkind: 

Gaze no*more in the bitter glass* 
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TO SOME I HAVE TALKED WITH BY THE FIRE 


While I wrought out these fitful Danaan rhymes^ 
My heart would brim with dreams about the times 
When we bent down above the fading coals 
And talked of the dark folk who live in souls 
Of passionate men, like bats in the dead trees; 

And of the wayward twilight companies 
Who sigh with mingled sorrow and content, 
Because their blossomina dreams have never bent 

O 

Under the fruit of evil and of good: 

And of the embattled flaming multitude 
Who rise, wing above wing, flame above flame, 
And, like a storm, cry the Ineffable Name, 

And with the clashing of their sword-blades make 
A rapturous music, till the morning break 
And the white hush end all but the loud beat 
Of their long wings, the flash of their white feet. 


TO IRELAND IN THE COMING TIMES 

KnoWf that I vooull accounted he 
True brother of a company 
That sang, to sweeten Ireland's wrong, 
Ballad and story, rann and song; 

Nor he I any less of them. 

Because the red-rose-bordered hem 
Of her, whose history began 
Before God made the angelic clan, 

Trails all about the written page. 

When Time began to rant and[rage 


The measure of her flying feet 
Made Ireland's heart hegin to heat; 

And Time hade all his candles flare 
To light a measure here and there; 

And may the thoughts of Ireland brood 
Upon a measured quietude. 

Nor may I less he counted one 
With Davisf Mangan^ Ferguson^ 
Because^ to him who ponders voell, 

My rhymes more than their rhyming tell 
Of things discovered in the deep, 

Where only body's laid asleep. 

For the elemental creatures go 
About my table to and fro, 

That hurry from unmeasured mind 
To rant and rage in flood and wind; 

Yet he who treads in measured ways 
May surely barter ga^ for ga:^. 

Man ever journeys on with them 
After the red-rose-bordered hem. 

Ah, faeries, dancing under the moon, 

A Druid land, a Druid tune! 

While still I may, I write for you 
The love I lived, the dream I knew. 
From our birthday, until we die, 

Is hut the winking of an eye; 

And we; our singing and our love, 

What measurer Time has lit above, 

And all benighted things that go 
About my table to and fro, 

Are passing on to where may he, 







In truth’s consuming ecstasy^ . ! 

No place for love and dream at all; 

For God goes hy with white footfalL 

I cast my heart into my rhymes^ THE W 

That you^ in the dim coming times^ 

May know how my heart went with them 
After the red~rose~hordered hem. 
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THE WIND AMONG THE REEDS 


THE HOSTING OF THE SIDHE 

The host is riding from Knocknarea 
And over the grave of Clooth-na-Bare; 
Caoilte tossing his burning hair, 

And Niamh calling come av^ay: 

Empty your heart of its mortal dream. 

The winds awaken^ the leaves whirl rounds 
Our cheeks are pale^ our hair is unbound^ 

Our breasts are heaving^ our eyes are agleam^ 
Our arms are waving^ our lips are apart; 

And if any gaze on our rushing band, 

We come between him and the deed of his hand, 
We come between him and the hope of his heart. 
The host is rushing Twixt night and docy, 
And where is there hope or deed as fair? 
Caoilte tossing his burning hair, 

And Niamh calling Away, come away. 

THE EVERLASTING VOICES 

O SWEET everlasting Voices, be still; 

Go to the guards of the heavenly fold 
And bid them wander obeying your will. 
Flame under flame, till Time be no more; 
Have you not heard that our hearts are old, 
That you call in birds, in wind on the hill, 
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In shaken boughs, in tide on the shore? 
O sweet everlasting Voices, be stilL 


THE MOODS 

Time drops in decay, 

Like a candle burnt out, 

And the mountains and woods 
Have their day, have their day; 

What one in the rout 
Of the fire-born moods 
Has fallen away? 

THE LOVER TELLS OF THE ROSE IN HIS HEART 

All things uncomely and broken, all things worn out 
and old. 

The cry of a child by the roadway, the creak of a lum¬ 
bering cart, 

The heavy steps of the ploughman, splashing the 
wintry mould. 

Are wronging your image that blossoms a rose in the 
deeps of my heart* 

The wrong of unshapely things is a wrong too great 
to be told; 

I hunger to build them anew and sit on a green knoll 
apart. 

With the earth and the sky and the water, re-niade, like 
a casket of gold 

For my dreams of your image that blossoms a rose in 
the deeps of my heart* 


THE HOST OF THE AIR 


O^Driscoll drove with a song 
The wild duck and the drake 
From the tall and the tufted reeds 
Of the drear Hart Lake. 

And he saw how the reeds grew dark 
At the coming of night-tide, 

And dreamed of the Iona dim hair 
Of Bridget his bride. 


He heard while he sang and dreamed 
A piper piping away, 

And never was piping so sad, 

And never was piping so gay. 

And he saw young men and young girls 
Who cianced on a level place, 

And Bridget his bride among them, 
With a sad and a gay face. 

The dancers crowded about him 
And many a sweet thing said, 

And a young man brought him red wine 
And a young girl white bread. 

But Bridget drew him by the sleeve 
Away from the merry bands, 

To old men playing at cards 
With a twinkling of ancient hands. 
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The bread and the wine had a doom^ 

For these were the host of the air; 

He sat and played in a dream 
Of her long dim hair. 

He played with the merry old men 
And thought not of evil chance, 

Until one bore Bridget his bride 
Away from the merry dance. 

He bore her away in his arms, 

The handsomest young man there, 

And his neck and his breast and his arms 
Were drowned in her long dim hair. 

O'Driscoll scattered the cards 
And out of his dream awoke: 

Old men and young men and young girls 
Were gone like a drifting smoke; 

But he heard high up in the air 
A piper piping away, 

And never was piping so sad, 

And never was piping so gay. 


THE FISH 

Although you hide in the ebb and flow 
Of the pale tide when the moon has set, 
The people of coming days will know 
About the casting out of my net, 
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And how you have leaped times out of mind 
Over the little silver cords, 

And think that you were hard and unkind, 
And blame you with many bitter words* 


THE UNAPPEASABLE HOST 

The Danaan children laugh, in cradles of wrought gold, 
And clap their hands together, and half close their eyes. 
For they will ride the North when the ger-eagle flies, 
With heavy whitening wings, and a heart fallen cold: 

I kiss my wailing child and press it to my breast, 

And hear the narrow graves calling my child and me. 
Desolate winds that cry over the wandering sea; 
Desolate winds that hover in the flaming West; 
Desolate winds that beat the doors of Heaven, and beat 
The doors of Hell and blow there many a whimpering 
ghost; 

O heart the winds have shaken, the unappeasable host 
Is comelier than candles at Mother Mary's feet. 

INTO THE TWILIGHT 

Out-worn heart, in a time out-worn, 

Come clear of the nets of wrong and right; 

Laugh, heart, again in the grey twilight, 

Sigh, heart, again in the dew of the morn. 

Your mother Eire is always young, 

Dew ever shining and twilight grey; 

Though hope fall from you and love decay, 
Burning in fir^s of a slanderous tongue. 
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Come, heart, where hill is heaped upon hill: 

For there the mystical brotherhood 
Of sun and moon and hollow and wood 
And river and stream work out their will; 

And God stands winding His lonely horn, 

And time and the world are ever in flight; 

And love is less kind than the grey twilight, 

And hope is less dear than the dew of the morn. 


THE SONG OF WANDERING AENGUS 

I WENT out to the hazel wood. 

Because a fire was in my head. 

And cut and peeled a hazel wand, 

And hooked a berry to a thread; 

And when white moths were on the wing, 
And moth-like stars were flickering out, 

I dropped the berry in a stream 
And caught a little silver trout* 

When I had laid it on the floor 
I went to blow the fire aflame, 

But something rustled on the floor, 

And some one called me by my name: 

It had become a glimmering girl 
With apple blossom in her hair 
Who called me by my name and ran 
And faded through the brightening air. 

Though I am old with wandering 
Through hollow lands and hilly lands, 
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I will find out where she has gone, 

And kiss her lips and take her hands; 
And walk among long dappled grass, 
And pluck till time and times are done 
The silver apples of the moon, 

The golden apples of the sun* 


THE SONG OF THE OLD MOTHER 

I RISE in the dawn, and I kneel and blow 
Till the seed of the fire flicker and glow; 

And then I must scrub and bake and sweep 
Till stars are beginning to blink and peep; 

And the young lie long and dream in their bed 
Of the matching of ribbons for bosom and head, 
And their day goes over in idleness, 

And they sigh if the wind but lift a tress: 

While I must work because I am old. 

And the seed of the fire gets feeble and cold* 


THE HEART OF THE WOMAN 

O WHAT to me the little room 

That was brimmed up with prayer and rest; 

He bade me out into the gloom, 

And my breast lies upon his breast* 

O what to me my mother's care, 

The house where I was safe and warm; 

The shadowy blossom of my hair 
Will hide Us from the bitter storm* 
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O hiding hair and dewy eyes, 

I am no more with life and death, 

My heart upon his warm heart lies, 

My breath is mixed into his breath. 

THE LOVER MOURNS FOR THE LOSS OF LOVE 

Pale brows, still hands and dim hair, 

I had a beautiful friend 

And dreamed that the old despair 

Would end in love in the end: 

She looked in my heart one day 
And saw your image was there; 

She has gone weeping away. 


HE MOURNS FOR THE CHANGE THAT HAS COME 
UPON HIM AND HIS BELOVED AND LONGS FOR 
THE END OF THE WORLD 

Do you not hear me calling, white deer with no horns? 
I have been changed to a hound with one red ear; 

I have been in the Path of Stones and the Wood of 
Thorns, 

For somebody hid hatred and hope and desire and fear 
Under my feet that they follow you night and day. 

A man with a hazel wand came without sound; 

He changed me suddenly; I was looking another way; 
And now my calling is but the calling of a hound; 
And Time and Birth and Change are hurryitig by. 

I would that the Boar without bristles had come from 
the West 

And had rooted the sun and moon and stars out of the sky 
And lay in the darkness, grunting, andTurning to his rest. 
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HE BIDS HIS BELOVED BE AT PEACE 

I HEAR the Shadowy Horses, their long manes a-shake, 
Their hoofs heavy with tumult, their eyes glimmering 

white; 

The North unfolds above them clinging, creeping 
night, 

The East her hidden joy before the morning break, 
The West weeps in pale dew and sighs passing away, 
The South is pouring down roses of crimson fire: 

O vanity of Sleep, Hope, Dream, endless Desire, 

The Horses of Disaster plunge in the heavy clay: 
Beloved, let your eyes half close, and your heart beat 
Over my heart, and your hair fall over my breast, 
Drowning love's lonely hour in deep twilight of rest, 
And hiding their tossing manes and their tumultuous 
feet. 


HE REPROVES THE CURLEW 

O CURLEW, cry no more in the air, 

Or only to the water in the West; 

Because your crying brings to my mind 
Passion-dimmed eyes and long heavy hair 
That was shaken out over my breast: 

There is enough evil in the crying of wind* 


HE REMEMBERS FORGOTTEN BEAUTY 

When my arms wrap you round I press 
My heart upon the loveliness 
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That has long faded from the world; 

The jewelled crowns that kings have hurled 
In shadowy pools, when armies fled; 

The love-tales wrought with silken thread 
By dreaming ladies upon cloth 
That has made fat the murderous moth; 
The roses that of old time were 
Woven by ladies in their hair, 

The dew-cold lilies ladies bore 
Through many a sacred corridor 
Where such grey clouds of incense rose 
That only God's eyes did not close: 

For that pale breast and lingering hand 
Come from a more dream-heavy land, 

A more dream-heavy hour than this; 

And when you sigh from kiss to kiss 
I hear white Beauty sighing, too, 

For hours when all must fade like dew, 

But flame on flame, and deep on deep, 
Throne over throne where in half sleep, 
Their swords upon their iron knees, 

Brood her high lonely mysteries* 


A POET TO HIS BELOVED 

I BRING you with reverent hands 
The books of my numberless dreams, 

White woman that passion has worn 
As the tide wears the dove-grey sands, 

And with heart more old than the horn 
That is brimmed from the pale fire of time: 
White woman with numberless dreams, 

I bring you my passionate rhyme* 
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HE GIVES HIS BELOVED CERTAIN RHYMES 


Fasten your hair with a golden pin, 

And bind up every wandering tress; 

I bade my heart build these poor rhymes; 

It worked at them, day out, day in, 

Building a sorrowful loveliness 
Out of the battles of old times. 

You need but lift a pearl-pale hand, 

And bind up your long hair and sigh; 

And all men's hearts must burn and beat; 
And candle-like foam on the dim sand, 

And stars climbing the dew-dropping sky, 
Live but to light your passing feet. 

TO HIS HEART, BIDDING IT HAVE NO FEAR 

Be you still, be you still, trembling heart; 
Remember the wisdom out of the old days: 
Him who tremhles before the flame and the flood, 
And the winds that blow through the starry ways^ 
Let the starry winds and the flame and the flood 
Cover over and hide, for he has no part 
With the lonely, majestical multitude* 


THE CAP AND BELLS 

The jester walked in the garden: 
The garden jiad fallen still; 

He bade his soul rise upward 
And stand on her window-silL 
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It rose in a straight blue garment^ 

When owls began to call: 

It had grown wise-tongued by thinking 
Of a quiet and light footfall; 

But the young queen would not listen; 

She rose in her pale night-gown; 

She drew^ in the heavy casement 
And pushed the latches down. 

He bade his heart go to her, 

When the owls called out no more; 

In a red and quivering garment 
It sang to her through the door. 

It had grown sweet-tongued by dreaming 
Of a flutter of flower-like hair; 

But she took up her fan from the table 
And waved it off on the air. 

*I have cap and bells/ he pondered, 

'I will send them to her and die'; 

And when the morning whitened 
He left them where she went by. 

She laid them upon her bosom, 

Under a cloud of her hair, 

And her red lips sang them a love-song 
Till stars grew out of the air. 

She opened her door and her window, 
And the heart and the soul came through, 
To her right hand came the red one, 

To her left hand came the blue. 
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They set up a noise like crickets, 
A chattering wise and sweet, 

And her hair was a folded flower 
And the quiet of love in her feet* 


THE VALLEY OF THE BLACK PIG 

The dews drop slowly and dreams gather: unknown 
spears 

Suddenly hurtle before my dream-awakened eyes, 

And then the clash of fallen horsemen and the cries 
Of unknown perishing armies beat about my ears* 

We who still labour by the cromlech on the shore, 
The grey cairn on the hill, when day sinks drowned in 
dew, 

Being weary of the world's empires, bow down to you, 
Master of the still stars and of the flaming door. 

THE LOVER ASKS FORGIVENESS BECAUSE OF 
HIS MANY MOODS 

If this importunate heart trouble your peace 
With words lighter than air, 

Or hopes that in mere hoping flicker and cease; 
Crumple the rose in your hair; 

And cover your lips with odorous twilight and say, 

'O Hearts of wind-blown flame! 

O Winds, older than changing of night and day, 

That murmuring and longing came 
From marble cities loud with tabors of old 
In dove-grey faery lands; 

From battle-banners, fold, upon purple fold, 

Queens wrought with glimmering hands; 
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That saw young Niamh hover with love-lorn hice 
Above the wandering tide; 

And lingered in the hidden desolate place 
Where the last Phoenix died, 

And wrapped the flames above his holy head; 

And still murmur and long: 

O Piteous Hearts, changing till change be dead 
In a tumultuous songb 
And cover the pale blossoms of your breast 
With your dim heavy hair. 

And trouble with a sigh for all things longing for rest 
The odorous twilight there. 

HE TELLS OF A VALLEY FULL OF LOVERS 

I DREAMED that I Stood in a valley, and amid sighs, 
For happy lovers passed two by two where I stood; 
And I dreamed my lost love came stealthily out of the 
wood 

With her cloud-pale eyelids falling on dream-dimmed 
eyes: 

I cried in my dream, O women^ hid the young men lay 
Their heads on your hiees^ and drown their eyes with your hair, 
Or rememlering hers they will find no other face fair 
Till all the valleys of the world have been withered away^ 


HE TELLS OF THE PERFECT BEAUTY 

O CLOUD-PALE eyelids, dream-dimmed eyes, 
The poets labouring all their days 
To build a perfect beauty in rhyme 
Are overthrown by a woman's «gaze 
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And by the unlabouriiig brood of the skies: 
And therefore my heart will bow, when dew 
Is dropping sleep, until God burn time, 

Before the tinlabouring stars and you* 

HE HEARS THE CRY OF THE SEDGE 

I WANDER by the edge 
Of this desolate lake 
Where wind cries in the sedge: 

Until the axle break 
That keeps the stars in their rounds 
And hands hurl in the deep 
The banners oj East and West, 

And the girdle of light is unbound, 

Your breast will not lie by the breast 
Of your beloved in sleep. 

HE THINKS OF THOSE WHO HAVE SPOKEN 
EVIL OF HIS BELOVED 

Half close your eyelids, loosen your hair, 

And dream about the great and their pride; 

They have spoken against you everywhere, 

But weigh this song with the great and their pride; 
I made it out of a mouthful of air. 

Their children's children shall say they have lied. 

THE BLESSED 

Cumhal called out, bending his head, 

Till Dathi came ajid stood, 

With a blink in his eyes, at the cave-mouth, 
Between the wind and the wood. 






75 






And Cumhal said, bending his knees, 

'I have come by the \vindy way 
To gather the half of your blessedness 
And learn to pray when you pray. 

can bring you salmon out of the streams 
And heron out of the skies.' 

But Dathi folded his hands and smiled 
With the secrets of God in his eyes. 

And Cumhal saw like a drifting smoke 
All manner of blessed souls, 

Women and children, young men with books, 
And old men with croziers and stoles. 

Traise God and God's Mother,' Dathi said, 
Tor God and God's Mother have sent 
The blessedest souls that walk in the world 
To fill your heart with content.' 

'And which is the blessedest,' Cumhal said, 
'Where all are comely and good? 

Is it these that with golden thuribles 
Are singing about the wood?' 

'My eyes are blinking,' Dathi said, 

'With the secrets of God half blind, 

But I can see where the wind goes 
And follow the way of the wind; 

'And blessedness goes where the wind goes, 
And when it is gone we are- dead; 

I see the blessedest soul in the world 
And he nods a drunken head. 
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‘O blessedness comes in the night and the day 
And whither the wise heart knows; 

And one has seen in the redness of wine 
The Incorruptible Rose, 

‘That drowsily drops faint leaves on him 
And the sweetness of desire, 

While time and the world are ebbing away 
In, twilights of dew and of fire.’ 


THE SECRET ROSE 

Far-off, most secret, and inviolate Rose, 

Enfold me in my hour of hours; where those 
Who sought thee in the Holy Sepulchre, 

Or in the wine-vat, dwell beyond the stir 
And tumult of defeated dreams; and deep 
Among pale eyelids, heavy with the sleep 
Men have named beauty. Thy great leaves enfold 
The ancient beards, the helms of ruby and gold 
Of the crowned Magi; and the king whose eyes 
Saw the Pierced Hands and Rood of elder rise 
In Druid vapour and make the torches dim; 

Till vain frenzy awoke and he died; and him 
Who met Fand walking among flaming dew 
By a grey shore where the wind never blew. 

And lost the world and Emer for a kiss; 

And him who drove the gods out of their liss, 

And till a hundred morns had flowered red 
Feasted, and wept the barrows of his dead; 

And the proud dreaming king who flung the crown 
And sorrow away, »and calling bard and clown 
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Dwelt among wine-stained wanderers in deep woods; 
And him who sold tillage, and house, and goods, 

And sought through lands and islands numberless 
years, 

Until he found, with laughter and with tears, 

A woman of so shining loveliness 

That men threshed corn at midnight by a tress, 

A little stolen tress. I, too, await 

The hour of thy great wind of love and hate. 

When shall the stars be blown about the sky. 

Like the sparks blown out of a smithy, and die? 

Surely thine hour has come, thy great wind blows, 
Far-off, most secret, and inviolate Rose? 


MAID QUIET 

Where has Maid Quiet gone to, 
Nodding her russet hood? 

The winds that awakened the stars 
Are blowing through my blood. 

O how could I be so calm 
When she rose up to depart? 

Now words that called up the lightning 
Are hurtling through my heart. 


THE TRAVAIL OF PASSION 

When the flaming lute-thronged angelic door is wide; 
When an immortal passion breathes in mortal clay; 
Our hearts endure the scourge, the plaited thorns, the 
way 

Crowded with bitter faces, the wounds in palm and 
side, 


The vinegar-heavy sponge, the flowers by Kedron 

Stream; 

We wfll bend down and loosen our hair over you, 

That it may drop faint perfume, and be heavy with 

dew, ^ 

Lilies of death-pale hope, roses of passionate dream. 


THE LOVER PLEADS WITH HIS FRIEND FOR 
OLD FRIENDS 

Though you are in your shining days. 

Voices among the crowd 

And new friends busy with your praise, 

Be not unkind or proud. 

But think about old friends the most; 
Time’s bitter flood will rise. 

Your beauty perish and be lost 
For all eyes but these eyes. 


THE LOVER SPEAKS TO THE HEARERS OF HIS 
SONGS .IN COMING DAYS 

O WOMEN, kneeling by your altar-rails long hence. 
When songs I wove for my beloved hide the prayer. 
And smoke from this dead heart drifts through the 
violet air 

And covers away the smoke of myrrh and frankincense; 
Bend down and pray for all that sin I wove in song. 
Till the Attorney for Lost Souls cry her sweet cxy. 
And call to my beloved and me: ‘No longer fly 
Amid the hovering, piteous, penitential throng.’ 
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THE POET PLEADS WITH THE ELEMENTAL POWERS 


The Powers whose name and shape no living creature 
knows 

Have pulled the Immortal Rose; 

And though the Seven Lights bowed in their dance and 
wept, 

The Polar Dragon slept, 

His heavy rings uncoiled from glimmering deep to deep: 
When will he wake from sleep? 

Great Powers of falling wave and wind and windy fire, 

With your harmonious choir 

Encircle her I love and sing her into peace, 

That my old care may cease; 

Unfold your flaming wings and cover out of sight 
The nets of day and night. 

Dim Powers of drowsy thought, let her no longer be 
Like the pale cup of the sea, 

When winds have gathered and sun and moon burned 
dim 

Above its cloudy rim; 

But let a gentle silence wrought with music flow 
Whither her footsteps go. 


HE WISHES HIS BELOVED WERE DEAD 

Were you but lying cold and dead, 

And lights were paling out.of the West, 

You would come hither, and bend your head, 
And I would lay my head on ycfur breast; 
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And you would murmur tender words, 
Forgiving me, because you were dead: 

Nor would you rise and hasten away, 
Though you have the will of the wild birds. 
But know your hair was bound and wound 
About the stars and moon and sun: 

O would, beloved, that you lay 
Under the dock-leaves in the ground. 

While lights were paling one by one. 


HE WISHES FOR THE CLOTHS OF HEAVEN 

Had I the heavens’ embroidered cloths, 
Enwrought with golden and silver light. 

The blue and the dim and the dark cloths 
Of night and light and the half-light, 

I would spread the cloths under your feet: 

But I, being poor, have only my dreams; 

I have spread my dreams under your feet; 

Tread softly because you tread on my dreams. 

HE THINKS OF HIS PAST GREATNESS WHEN A 
PART OF THE CONSTELLATIONS OF HEAVEN 

I HAVE drunk ale from the Country of the Young 
And weep because I know all things now: 

I have been a hazel-tree, and they hung 
The Pilot Star and the Crooked Plough 
Among my leaves in times out of mind; 

I became a rush that.horses tread; 

I became a man, a hater of the wind. 

Knowing one, out of all things, alone, that his head 
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May not lie on the breast nor liis lips on the hair 
Of the woman that he loves, until he dies. 

O beast of the wilderness, bird of the air, 

Must I endure your amorous cries? 


THE FIDDLER OF DOONEY 

When I play on my fiddle in Dooiiey, 
Folk dance like a wave of the sea; 

My cousin is priest in Kilvarnet, 

My brother in Mocharabuiee. 

I passed my brother and cousin: 

They read in their books of prayer; 

I read in my book of songs 
I bought at the Sligo fair. 

When we come at the end of time 
To Peter sitting in state, 

He will smile on the three old spirits, 
But call me first through the gate; 

For the good are always the merry, 
Save by an evil chance. 

And the merry love the fiddle, 

And the merry love to dance: 

And when the folk there spy me, 

They will all come up to me, 

With 'Here is the fiddler of Dooneyr 
And dance like a wave of the sea. 
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IN THE SEVEN WOODS 

1904 



I have he; 
Make theii 
Hum in ti 

The unava; 
That empt 
Tara uproo 
Upon the t 
And hangii 
Because it i 
I am contei 
Wanders la 
pig 
Who but a' 
A cloudy q- 
August 19c 



I THOUGH 
Made out 
There's m 
As when ] 
Tall and i 
Delicate ii 
This beau 
I could Wi 




IN THE SEVEN WOODS 


IN THE SEVEN WOODS 

pigeons of the Seven Woods 
Make their faint thunder, and the garden bees 
Hum in the lime-tree flowers; and put away 
;^e unavailing outcries and the old bitterness 
That empty the heart. I have forgot awhile 
Tara uprooted, and new commonness 

A Pj" and crying about the streets 

nd hanging its paper flowers from post to Dost, 
Because it is alone of all things happy. ^ 

I am contented, for I know that Quiet 
Wanders laughing and eating her wild heart 
Among pigeons and bees, while that Great Archei 
Who but awaits His hour to shoot, still hangs 
A Cloudy quiver over Parc-na-lee. 

August 1902 


the arrow 

I THOUGHT of your beauty, and this arrow. 
Made^out of a wild thought, is in my marrow. 
There s no man may look upon her, no man. 
As when newly grown to be a woman. 

Tall and noble but with face and bosom 
Dehcate in colour as apple blossom. 

This beauty’s kinder, yet for a reason 
I could weep chat the old is out of season. 
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THE FOLLY OF BEING COMFORTED 


One that is ever kind said yesterday: 

'Your well-belov^d's hair has threads of grey, 

And little shadows come about her eyes; 

Time can but make it easier to be wise 
Though now it seems impossible, and so 
All that you need is patience/ 

Heart cries, 'No, 

I have not a crumb of comfort, not a grain. 

Time can but make her beauty over again: 

Because of that great nobleness of hers 
The fire that stirs about her, when she stirs, 

Burns but more clearly. O she had not these ways 
When all the wild summer was in her craze/ 

o 

O heart! O heart! if sheH but turn her head, 
You^d know the folly of being comforted. 


OLD MEMORY 

O THOUGHT, fly to her when the end of day 
Awakens an old memory, and say, 

'Your strength, that is so lofty and fierce and kind, 

It might call up a new age, calling to mind 
The queens that were imagined long ago. 

Is but half yours: he kneaded in the dough 
Through the long years of youdi, and who would have 
thought 

It all, and more than it all, would come to naught, 
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Ani diat dear words meant nothing?' But enouch. 

For when w. have blamed the wind we can UanTe love; 

Ur, li: there needs be more, be nothing said 

That would be harsh for children that have strayed. 


never give all the heart 

Never give all the heart, for love 
Will hardly seem worth thinking of 
To passionate women if it seem 
Certain, and they never dream 
That it fades out from kiss to kiss; 

For everything that’s lovely is 
But a brief, dreamy, kind delight. 

O never give the heart outright. 

For they, for all smooth lips can say, 
Fiave given their hearts up to the play. 
And who could play it well enough 
If deaf and dumb and blind with^love? 
He that made this knows all the cost. 
For he gave all his heart and lost. 


THE WITHERING OF THE BOUGHS 

I CRIED when the moon was murmuring to the birds- 
Let peewit call and curlew cry where they will, 

I long for your merry and render and pitiful words, 

unending, and there is no place to my 

The honey-pale moon lay low on the sleepy hill, 

And I fell asleep upon^lonely Echtge of streams. 

No boughs have withered because oj the wintry wind; 

The houghs lave withered because I have told them my dreams. 
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I know of the leafy paths that the witches take 

Who come with their crowns of pearl and their spindles 
of wool, 

And their secret smile, out of the depths of the lake; 

I know where a dim moon drifts, where the Danaan 
kind 

Wind and unwind dancing when the light grows 
cool 

On the island lawns, their feet where the pale foam 
gleams. 

No boughs have withered because of the wintry wind; 

The houghs have withered because 1 have told them my dreams. 

I know of the sleepy country, where swans fly round 

Coupled with golden chains, and sing as they fly. 

A king and a queen are wandering there, and the sound 

Has made them so happy and hopeless, so deaf and so 
blind 

With wisdom, they wander till all the years have gone 
by; 

I know, and the curlew and peewit on Echtge of 
streams. 

No boughs have withered because of the wintry wind; 

The houghs have withered because I have told them my dreams. 


ADAM’S CURSE 

We sat together at one summer’s end. 

That beautiful mild woman, your close friend, 
And you and I, and talked of poetry. 

I said, 'A line will take us hgurs maybe; 

Yet if it does not seem a moment’s thought, 
Our stitching and unstitching has-been naught. 
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Better go down upon pour marrow-bones 
And scrub a kitchen pavement, or break stones 
Like an old pauper, in all kinds of weather; 

For to articulate sweet sounds toaether 
Is to work harder than all these, Ind pet 
Be thought an idler bp the noisp set 
Of bankers, schoolmasters, and clergpmen 
The martprs call the world.’ ^ 

. . And thereupon 

That beautiful mild woman for whose sake 
There’s manp a one shall find out all heartache 
On finding that her voice is sweet and low 

Replied, ‘To be born woman is to know_ 

Although thep do not talk of it at school— 

That we must labour to be beautiful.’ 

I said. It s certain there is no fine thing 
Since Adam s fall but needs much labouring. 

There have been lovers wLo thought love should be 
So much compounded of high courtesp 
^at thep would sigh and quote with learned looks 
Precedents out of beautiful old books; 

Yet now it seems an idle trade enough.’ 

We sat grown quiet at the name of love; 

We saw the last embers of daplight die,' 

And in the trembling blue-green'"of the’ skp 
A moon, worn as if it had been a shell 
Washed bp time’s waters as thep rose and fell 
About the stars and broke in daps and pears. 

I had a thought for no one’s but pour ears: 

That pou were beautiful, and that I strove 
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To love y'Oti in the old high way of love; 

That it had all seemed happy, and yet we'd grown 
As' weary-hearted as that hollow moon. 


RED HANRAHAN^S SONG ABOUT IRELAND 

The old brown thorn-trees break in two high over 
Cummen Strand, 

Under a bitter black wind that blows from the left 
hand; 

Our courage breaks like an old tree in a black wind and 
dies, 

But we have hidden in our hearts the flame out of the 
eyes 

Of Cathleen, the daughter of Houlihan. 

The wind has bundled up the clouds high over Knock- 
narea, 

And thrown the thunder on the stones for all that 
Maeve can say. 

Angers that are like noisy clouds have set our hearts 
abeat; 

But we have all bent low and low and kissed the quiet 
feet 

Of Cathleen, the daughter of Houlihan. 

The yellow pool has overflowed high up on Clooth- 
na-Bare, 

For the wet winds are blowing out of the clinging air; 

Like heavy flooded waters our bodies and our blood; 

But purer than a tall candle before the Holy Rood 

Is Cathleen, the daughter of Houlilian. 
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THE OLD MEN ADMIRING THEMSELVES IN THE 
WATER 

I HEARD the old, old men say, 

‘Everything alters, 

And one by one we drop away.’ 

They had hands like claws, and their knees 
Were twisted like the old thorn-trees 
By the waters, 

I heard the old, old men say, 

All tnat s beautiful drifts away 
Like the waters/ 


UNDER THE MOON 

I HAVE no happiness in dreaming of Brvcelinde 
Nor Avalon the grass-green holW, no7 Joyous Isle. 
Where one found Lancelot crazed and hid him for a 

while; 

Nor Ulad, when Naoise had thrown a sail upon the 

Wind; ^ 

Nor lands that seem too dim to be burdens on the 

heart: 

Land-under-Wave, where out of the moon’s lioht and 
the sun’s ® 

Seven old sisters wind the threads of the long-lived ones, 
Land-of-the-Tower, where Aengus has thrown the 

gates apart, 

And Wood-of-Wonders, where one kills an ox at dawn, 
lo tind It when night falls laid on a golden bier. 
Therein are manyaqueens like Branwen and Guinevere; 
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And Niamh and Laban and Fand, who could change 
to an otter or fawni, 

And the wood-woman, whose lover was changed to a 
blue-eyed hawk; 

And whether I go in my dreams by woodland, or dun, 
or shore, 

Or on the unpeopled waves with kings to pull at the 
oar, 

I hear the harp-string praise them, or hear their mourn¬ 
ful talk. 

Because of something told under the famished horn 

Of the hunter's moon, that hung between the night and 
the day, 

To dream of women whose beauty was folded in dis¬ 
may, 

Even in an old story, is a burden not to be borne* 


THE RAGGED WOOD 

O HURRY where by water among the trees 
The delicate-stepping stag and his lady sigh, 
When they have but looked upon their images— 
Would none had ever loved but you and II 

Or have you heard that sliding silver-shoed 
Pale silver-proud queen-woman of the sky, 

When the sun looked out of his golden hood?— 
O that none ever loved but you and I! 

O hurry to the ragged wood, for there 
I will drive all those lovers, out and cry— 

O my share of the world, O yellow hair! 

No one has ever loved but you and L 
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O DO NOT LOVE TOO LONG 

Sweetheart, do not love too Iona; 
I loved long and long, “ 

And grew to be out of fashion 
Like an old sona. 

O 

All through the years of our youth 

Neither could have known 
Their own thought from the other^s, 
We were so much at one. 

But O, in a minute she changed_ 

O do not love too long. 

Or you will grow out of fashion 
Like an old song. 


THE PLAYERS ASK FOR A BLESSING ON 
PSALTERIES AND ON THEMSELVES 


THE 


Tkee Voices [together]. Hurry to bless the hands that pi 
he mouths that speak, the notes and strinas, 

O masters of the glittering town! * 

O! lay the shrilly trumpet down, 

^ough drunken with the flags that sway 
Over the ramparts and the towers, 

And with the waving of your wings. 

Voice. Maybe they linger by the way. 

One gathers up his pjtrple gown; 

One leans and mutters by the wall— 

He dreads the weight of mortal hours. 


ay, 
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Second Voice, O no, O no! they hurry down 
Like plovers that have heard the call. 

Third Voice. O kinsmen of the Three in One^ 

O kinsmen, bless the hands that play* 

The notes they waken shall live on 
When all this heavy history’s done; 

Our hands, our hands must ebb away. 

Three Voices [together]. The proud and careless notes 
on, 

But bless our hands that ebb away. 


THE HAPPY TOWNLAND 

There’s many a strong farmer 
Whose heart would break in two, 

If he could see the townland 
That we are riding to; 

Boughs have their fruit and blossom 
At all times of the year; 

Rivers are running over 
With red beer and brown beer. 

An old man plays the bagpipes 
In a golden and silver wood; 

Queens, their eyes blue like the ice, 
Are dancing in a crowd. 

The little fox he rntirnmred, 

'O what of the world's haneP' 

The sun was laughing 'Sweetlyf 
The moon plucked at my rein; 

But the little red fox murmured^ 
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O do not pluck at his retn^ 

He is riding to the toxmland 
That is the world's haned 

When their hearts are so high 
That they would come to blows, 
They unhook their heavy swords 
From golden and silver boughs; 
But all that are killed in battle 
Awaken to life again. 

It is lucky that their story 
Is not known among men, 

For O, the strong farmers 
That would let the spade lie, 

. Their hearts would be like a'cup 
That somebody had drunk dry. 

The little jox he murmured^ 

O what of the world's bane A 
The sun was laughing sweetly^ 

The moon plucked at my reiuj 
But the little red fox murmured^ 

'O do not pluck at his rein, 

He is riding to the townland 
That IS the world s haned 

Michael will unhook his trumpet 
From a bough overhead, 

And blow a little noise 
When the supper has been spread. 
Gabriel will fome from the water 
With a fish-tail, and talk 
Of wonders that have happened 
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On wet roads where men walk, 
And lift up an old horn 
Of hammered silver, and drink 
Till he has fallen asleep 
Upon the starry brink. 

Ihe little Jox he murmured) 

‘O what of the world's hane?' 

The sun was laughing sweetly^ 

The moon plucked at my rein; 

But the little red Jox murmured^ 
do not pluck at his reiri) 

He is riding to the townland 
That is the world's hane/ 


THE GREEN HELMET 

and other poems 
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the green helmet and other poems 

HIS DREAM 

I SWAYED upon the gaudy stern 
The butt-end of a steering-oar, 

And saw wherever I could turn 
A crowd upon a shore. 

And though I would have hushed the crowd. 

mother’s son but said, 

VV hat is the figure in a shroud 
Upon a gaudy bed?’ 


And arter running at the brim 
Cried out upon that thing beneath 
—It had such dignity of limb— 

By the sweet name of Death. 

Though I’d my finger on my lip, 
What could I but take up the sona? 

nd running crowd and gaudy ship 
Cried out the whole night long, 

Crying amid the glittering sea, 
Naming it with ecstatic breath, 
Because it had such dignity, 

By the sweet name of Death. 
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A WOMAN HOMER SUNG 


If any man drew near 
When I was young, 

I thought, 'He holds her dear,^ 
And shook with hate and fear* 
But Ol 'twas bitter wrong 
If he could pass her by 
With an indifferent eye. 

Whereon I wrote and wrought^ 
And now, being grey, 

I dream that I have brought 

o 

To such a pitch my thought 
That coming time can say, 

‘He shadowed in a glass 

O 

What thing her body was/ 

For she had fiery blood 
When I was young. 

And trod so sweetly proud 
As Twere upon a cloud, 

A woman Homer sung, 

That life and letters seem 
But an heroic dream. 


WORDS 

I HAD this thought a while ago* 
‘My darling cannot understand 
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'What I have done, or what would do 
In this blind bitter land.’ 

And I grew w'ear)^ of the sun 
Until my thoughts cleared up again, 
Remembering that the best I have done 
Was done to make it plain; 

That every year I have cried, ‘At length 
My darling understands it all, 

Because I have come into my strength, 
And words obey my call’; 

That had she done so who can say 
■WTiat would have shaken from the sieve? 
I might have thrown poor words away 
And been content to live. 


NO SECOND TROY 

Why should I blame her that she filled my days 
With miser)^ or that she would of late 
Have taught to ignorant men most violent ways, 
Or hurled the little streets upon the great, 

Had they but courage equal to desire? 

^^^at coHd have made her peaceful with a mind 
Xiiat .oobleness made simple as a fire, 

'With beauty like a tightened bow, a’kind 
That is not natural in an age like this. 

Being high and solitary and most stern? 

Why, what could she have done, being w'hat she is? 
Was there another Troy for her to burn? 







RECONCILIATION 


Some may have blamed you that you took away 
The verses that could move them on the day 
When, the ears being deafened, the sight of the eyes 
blind 

With lightning, you went from me, and I could find 
Nothing to make a song about but kings. 

Helmets, and swords, and half-forgotten things 
That were like memories of you—but now 
Wedl out, for the world lives as long ago; 

And while wehe in our laughing, weeping fit, 

Hurl helmets, crowns, and swords into the pit* 

But, dear, cling close to me; since you were gone. 

My barren thoughts have chilled me to the hone. 


KING AND NO KING 

^WOULD it were anything but merely voice!^ 

The No King cried who after that was King, 
Because he had not heard of anything 
That balanced with a word is more than noise; 
Yet Old Romance being kind, let him prevail 
Somewhere or somehow that I have forgot, 
Though he'd but cannon—Whereas we that had 
thought 

To have lit upon as clean and sweet a tale 
Have been defeated by that pledge you gave 
In momentary anger long ago; 

And I that have not your faith, how shall I know 
That in the blinding light beyond the grave 








^ e 11 find so good a thing as that we have lost’ 
The hourly kindness, the day’s common speech, 
habitual content of each -with each 
When neither soul nor body has been crossed. 


PEACE 

Ah, that Time could touch a form 
That could show what Homerage 
Bred to be a heroes wage* 

W'ere not all her life but storm, 

Would not painters paint a form 
Of such noble lines,' I said, 

Such a delicate high head, 

All that sternness amid charm, 

All that sweetness amid strength?^ 

Ah, but peace that comes at length. 
Came when Time had touched her form. 


AGAINST UNWORTHY PRAISE 

O HEART, be at peace, because 
Nor Imave nor dolt can break ■ 

W hat's not for their applause, 
Being for a woman's sake. 

Enough if the work has seemed, 

So did she pour strength renew, 

A^ dream that a lion had dreamed 
Till the wilderness cried aloud, 

A secret between you two, 

Between the proud and the proud* 
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what, still you would have their praise! 
But here's a haughtier text, 

The labyrinth of her days 

That her own strangeness perplexed; 

And how what her dreaming gave 
Earned slander, ingratitude, 

From self-same dolt and knave; 

Aye, and worse wrong than these. 

Yet she, singing upon her road, 

Half lion, half child, is at peace. 


THE FASCINATION OF WHAT'S DIFFICULT 

The fascination of what's difficult 

Has dried the sap out of my veins, and rent 

Spontaneous joy and natural content 

Out of my heart. There's something ails our colt 

That must, as if it had not holy blood 

Nor on Olympus leaped from cloud to cloud, 

Shiver under the lash, strain, sweat and jolt 
As though it dragged road metal. My curse on plays 
That have to be set up in fifty ways, 

On the day's war with every knave and dolt, 
Theatre business, management of men. 

I swear before the dawn comes round again 
I'll find the stable and pull out the bolt. 


A DRINKING SONG 

Wine comes in at the mouth 
And love comes in at the eye; 
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That s all we shall know for truth 
Before w'e grow old and die. 

I lift the glass to my mouth, 

I look at you, and I sigh. 


the coming of wisdom with time 

Though leaves are many, the root is one; 
Through all the lying days of my youth 
I swayed my leaves and flowers in the sun; 
Now I may wither into the truth. 


ON HEARING THAT THE STUDENTS OF OUR NEW 
UNIVERSm^ HAVE JOINED THE AGITATION 
AGAINST IMMORAL LITERATURE 

Where, where but here have Pride and Truth, 
That long to give themselves for waoe, 

To shake their wicked sides at youth 
Restraining reckless middle-age? 






TO A POET, WHO WOULD HAVE ME PRAISE CERTAIN 
bad poets, IMITATORS OF HIS AND MINE 

You say, as I have often given tongue 
In praise of what another’s said or sung, 

’Twere politic to do the like by these,- ’ 

But was there ever dog that praised his fleas? 
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THE MASK 


‘Put off that mask of burning gold 
With emerald eyes/ 

no, my dear, you make so bold 
To find if hearts be wild and wise^ 
And yet not cold/ 

1 would but find what's there to fiiid^ 
Love or deceit/ 

It was the mask engaged your mind, 
And after set your heart to beat, 

Not what's behind/ 

^But lest you are my enemy, 

I must enc|uire/ 

'O no, my dear, let all that be; 

What matter, so there is but fire 
In you, in me?' 


UPON A HOUSE SHAKEN BY THE LAND AGITATION 

How should the world be luckier if this house, 
Where passion and precision have been one 
Time out of mind, became too ruinous 
To breed the lidless eye that loves the sun? 

And the sweet laughing eagle thoughts that grow 
Where wings have memory of wings, and all 
That comes of the best knit to the best? Although 
Mean roof-trees were the sturdier for its fall, 
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How should their luck run high enough to reach 
le gifts that govern men, and after these 
l o gradual Time’s last gift, a written speech 
rought of high laughter, loveliness and ease? 


AT THE ABBEY THEATRE 

(Imitated from Ronsard) 

Dear Craoibhin Aoibhin, look into our case. 
When we are high and airy hundreds say 
mt if we hold that flight they’ll leave the place, 
While those same hundreds mock another day 
Because we have made our art of common things. 
So bitterly, you d dream they longed to look 
tneir lives through into some drift of winos. 
^ou ye dandled them and fed them from the Haok 
And know them to the bone; impart to us- 
We 11 keep the secret—a new trick to please 
Is there a bridle for this Proteus 
That turns and changes like his draughty seas? 

Ur IS there none, most popular of men, 

But when they mock us, that we mock acain? 


THESE ARE THE CLOUDS 

These are the clouds about the fallen sun. 

The majesty that shuts his burning eye: 

The weak lay hand on what the strong has done, 
i iii that be tumbled that was lifted high 
And discord follow upon unison, 








And all tilings at one common level lie. 

And therefore, friend, if your great race were run 
And these things came, so much the more thereby 
Have you made greatness your companion, 
Although it be for children that you sigh: 

These are the clouds about the fallen sun, 

The majesty that shuts his burning eye. 


AT GALWAY RACES 

There where the course is, 

Delight makes all of the one mind. 

The riders upon the galloping horses, 

The crowd that closes in behind: 

We, too, had good attendance once, 
Hearers and hearteners of the work; 

Aye, horsemen for companions. 

Before the merchant and the clerk 
Breathed on the world with timid breath. 
Sing on: somewhere at some new moon, 
Wedl learn that sleeping is not death. 
Hearing the whole earth change its tune, 
Its flesh being wild, and it again 
Crying aloud as the racecourse is, 

And we find hearteners among men 
That ride upon horses. 


A FRIEND’S ILLNESS 

Sickness brought me this 
Thought, in that scale of his: 

Why should I be dismayed 
Though flame had burned the whole 
World, as it were a coal, 

Now I have seen it weighed 
Against a soul? 

ALL THINGS CAN TEMPT ME 

All things can tempt me from this craft of verse 

One time it was a w^oman's face, or worse_ 

The seeming needs of my fool-driven land; 

Now nothing but comes readier to the hand 
Than this accustomed toil. When I was young, 

I had not given a penny for a song 
Did not the poet sing it with such airs 
That one believed he had a sword upstairs; 
y et w^ould be now, could I but have my wish, 
Colder and dumber and deafer than a fish, 

BROWN PENNY 

I WHISPERED, am too young,^ 

And then, am old enough^* 

Wherefore I threw a penny 
To find out if I might love, 

'Go and love, go and love, young man, 

If the lady be young and fair/ 

Ah, penny, brown penny, brown penny, 

I am looped in the loops of her hair, 
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O love is the crooked thing;, 1 
There is nobody wise enough | 

To find out all that is in it, i 
For he would be thinking of love 
Till the stars had run away 
And the shadows eaten the moon* 

Ah, penny, brown penny, brown penny, 
One cannot begin it too soon* 


RESPONSIBILITIES 
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THE GREY ROCK 

Poets with whom I learned my trade, 
Companions of the Cheshire Cheese, ’ 

Here s an old story I’ve re-made, 

Imagining ’twouU better please 
Your ears than stories now in fashion, 
Though you may think I waste my breath 
Pretending that there can he passion 
That has more life in it than death, 

And though at bottling of your wine 
Old wholesome Cohan had no say; 

The moral’s yours because it’s mine. 

When cups -,venc round at close of day- 

good stories run?_ 

The gods were sitting at the board 
fa their great house at Slievenamon. 

1 hey sang a drowsy song, or snored, 
hor all were full of wine and meat. 

The smoky torches made a glare 
On metal Goban’d hammered at, 

On old deep silver rolling there 
Or On some still unemptied cup 
That he, when frenzy- stirred his thews. 
Had hammered out on mountain top 
I o hold the sacred stulF he brews 
That only gods may buy of him. 
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Now from that juice that made them wise 
All those had lilted up the dim 
Imaginations of their eyes, 

For one that was like woman made 
Before their sleepy eyelids ran 
And trembling with her passion said, 

'Come out and dig for a dead man, 

Who's burrowing somewhere in the ground, 
And mock him to his face and then 
Hollo him on with horse and hound, 

For he is the worst of all dead mend 

We should be dazed and terror-struck, 

IJ we but saw in dreams that room, 

Those wine-drenched eyes, and curse our luck 
That emptied all our days to come. 

I knew a woman none could please, 

Because she dreamed when but a child 
Of men and women made like these; 

And after, when her blood ran wild, 

Had ravelled her own story out, 

And said, ‘In two or in three years 
I needs must marry some poor lout,^ 

And having said it, hurst in tears. 

Since, tavern comrades, you have died, 

Maybe your images have stood, 

Mere lone and muscle thrown aside, 

Before that roomful or as good. 

You had to face your ends when young — 

^Twas wine or women, or some curse— 

But never made a poorer song 
That you might have a heavier purse, 
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Nor gave loud service to a cause 
That you might have a troop of friends. 

You kept the Muses' sterner laws, 

And un7'epeftting faced your ends, 

And therefore earned the right—and yet 

Dowson and Johnson most I praise _ 

To troop with those the world's forgot^ 

And copy their proud steady gasc. 

'The Danish troop was driven out 
Between the dawn and dusk/ she said; 
Although the event was long in doubt, 
Although the King of Ireland's dead 
And half the kings, before sundown 
All was accomplished. 

'When this day 

Murrough, the King of Ireland's son, 

Foot after foot was giving way, 

He and his best troops back to back 
Had perished there, but the Danes ran, 
Stricken with panic from the attack, 

The shouting of an unseen man; 

And being thankful Murrough found, 

Led by a footsoie dipped in blood 
That had made prints upon the ground. 
Where by old thorn-trees that man stood; 
And though when he gazed here and there, 
He had^ but gazed on thorn-trees, spoke, 
Who is the friend that seems but air 
And yet could give so fine a stroke?'' 
Thereon a young man met his eye, 

W^ho said, Because she held me in 
Her love, and would not have me die, 






Rock-nurtured Aoife took a pin, 

And pushing it into my shirt, 

Promised that for a pin's sake, 

No man should see to do me hurt; 

But there it's gone; I will not take 
The fortune that had been my shame 
Seeing, King's son, what wounds you have/^ 
'Twas roundly spoke, but when night came 
He had betrayed me to his grave, 

For he and the King's son were dead. 

I'd promised him two hundred years, 

And when for all I'd done or said— 

And these immortal eyes shed tears— 

He claimed his country's need was most, 

I'd saved his life, yet for the sake 
Of a new friend he has turned a ghost. 

What does he care if my heart break? 

I call for spade and horse and hound 
That we may harry him.' Thereon 
She cast herself upon the ground 
And rent her clothes and made her moan: 
'Why are they faithless when their might 
Is from the holy shades that rove 
The grey rock and the windy light? 

Why should the faithfullest heart most love 
The bitter sweetness of false faces? 

Why must the lasting love what passes, 

Why are the gods by men betrayed?' 

But thereon every god stood up 
With a slow smile and without sound, 

And stretching forth his arm and cup 
To where she moaned upon the ground, 
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Suddenly drenched her to the skin; 
And she with Goban’s wine adrip, 

No more remembering what had been, 
Stared at the gods with laughing lip. 

1 lave kept my faith, though faith was tried, 

To that rcck-horn^ Tock-vj an dering foot ^ 

And the world^s altered since you died^ 

And 1 am in no good repute 
W ith the loud host before the sea^ 

That think sword-strokes were better tneattf 
Than lover s music—let that he. 

So that the wandering foods content. 


TO A WEALTHY MAN WHO PROMISED A SECOND 
SUBSCRIPTION TO THE DUBLIN MUNICIPAL 
GALLERY IF IT WERE PROVED THE PEOPLE 
WANTED PICTURES 

You gave, but will not give again 
Until enough of Paudeen's pence 
By Biddy’s halfpennies have lain 
To be 'some sort of evidence/ 

Before you 11 put your guineas down, 

That things it were a pride to give 
Are what the blind and ignorant town 
Imagines best to make it thrive. 

What cared Duke Ercole, that bid 
His mummers to the market-place, 

What th’onion-sellers thought or did 
So that his Plautus set the pace 
For the Italian comedies? 










And Guidobaldo, when he made 
That grammar school of courtesies 
Where wit and beauty learned their trade 
Upon Urbino's windy hill, 

Had sent no runners to and fro 
That he might learn the shepherds' will. 
And when they drove out Cosimo, 
Indifferent how the rancour ran, 

He gave the hours they had set free 
To Michelozzo's latest plan 
For the San Marco Library, 

Whence turbulent Italy should draw 
Delight in Art whose end is peace, 

In logic and in natural law 
By sucking at the dugs of Greece. 

Your open hand but shows our loss, 

For he knew better how to live. 

Let Paudeens play at pitch and toss, 

Look up in the sun's eye and give 
What the exultant heart calls good 
That some new day may breed the best 
Because you gave, not what they would, 
But the right twigs for an eagle's nest! 
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SEPTEMBER 1913 

What need you, beitig come to sense, 

But fumble in a greasy till 

And add the halfpence to the pence 

And prayer to shivering prayer, until 


You have dried the marrov/ from the bone; 
For men were born to pray and save: 
Romantic Ireland’s dead and gone, 

It s with O’Leary in the grave. 

Yet they were of a different kind, 

The names that stilled your childish play. 
They have gone about the world like wind, 

But little time had they to pray 
For whom the hangman's rope was spun, 
And what, God help us, could they save? 
Romantic Ireland s dead and gone, 

It s with O'Leary in the grav^. 

Was it for this the wild geese spread 
The grey wing upon every tide; 

For this that all that blood was shed, 

For this Edward Fitzgerald died, 

And Robert Emmet and Wolfe Tone, 

All that delirium of the brave? 

Romantic Ireland s dead and gone, 

It s with O'Leary in the grave* 

Yet could we turn the years ao-ain, 

And call those exiles as they "were 
In all their loneliness and pain, 

You'd cr}f, 'Some woman's yellow hair 
Has maddened every mother's son': 

They weighed so lightly what they gave* 

^t let them be, they're dead and gone, 

They re with O'Leat}^ in the grave* 
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TO A FRIEND WHOSE WORK HAS COME TO NOTHING 


Now all the truth is out, 

Be secret and take defeat 
From any brazen throat, 

For how can you compete, 

Being honour bred, with one 
Who, were it proved he lies, 
Were neither shamed in his own 
Nor in his neighbours' eyes? 

Bred to a harder thing 
Than Triumph, turn away 
And like a laughing string 
Whereon mad fingers play 
Amid a place of stone. 

Be secret and exult, 

Because of all things known 
That is most diflEcult. 


PAUDEEN 

Indignant at the fumbling wits, the obscure spite 
Of our old Paudeen in his shop, I stumbled blind 
Among the stones and thorn-trees, under morning light; 
Until a curlew cried and in the luminous wind 
A curlew answered; and suddenly thereupon I thought 
That on the lonely height where all are in God's eye, 
There cannot be, confusion of our sound forgot, 

A single soul that lacks a sweet crystalline cry* 




TO A SHADE 


If pu have revisited the town, thin Shade, 

Whether to look upon your monument 
ij wonder if the builder has been paid) 
r happier-thoughted when the day is spent 
To drink of that salt breath out of the sea 
When grey gulls flit about instead of men, 
i n the gaunt houses put on majesty: 

Let these content you and be gone again; 
ror they are at their old tricks yet* 

r^r A man 

Of yom own passionate serving kind who had brought 
In his full hands what, had they only known ^ 
Had given their children’s children loftier thought 
bweeter emotion, working in their veins ’ 

Like gentle blood, has been driven from the place, 

^ j insiflt heaped upon him for his pains. 

And for his open-handedness, disgrace; 

Your enemy, an old foul mouth, had set 
The pack upon him. 


Go, unquiet wanderer, 
And gather the Glasnevin coverlet 

About yotu head till the dust stops your ear, 
ye time for you to taste of that salt breath 
And listen at the corners has not come; 

You had enough of sorrow before death— 
Away, away! You are safer in the tomb. 
September igy 1(^1^ 
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WHEN HELEN LIVED 


We have cried in our despair 
That men desert, 

For some trivial alFair 
Or noisy, insolent sport, 

Beauty that we have won 
From bitterest hours; 

Yet we, had we walked within 
Those topless towers 
Where Helen walked with her boy, 
Had given but as the rest 
Of the men and women of Troy, 

A word and a jest. 


ON THOSE THAT HATED 'THE PLAYBOY OF THE 
WESTERN WORLD,' 1907 

Once, when midnight smote the air, 
Eunuchs ran through Hell and met 
On every crowded street to stare 
Upon great Juan riding by: 

Even like these to rail and sweat 
Staring upon his sinewy thigh. 


THE THREE BEGGARS 

^Though to my feathers in the wet^ 
I have stood herefrom break of day^ 
I have not found a thing to eat^ 

For only rubbish comes my way^ 
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Am I to live on leheen-lonep' 

Muttered the old crane of Cort. 

'For all my pains on leheen-loneP' 

King Guare walked amid his court 
The palace-yard and riverside 
And there to three old beggars said, 
‘You that have wandered far and wide 
Can ravel out what’s in mv head. ® 

Do men who least desire get most, 

Or get the most who most desire?’ 
A^beggar said, 'They get the most 
Whom man or devil cannot tire, 

And what could make their muscles taut 
Unless desire had made them so?’ 

But Guare laughed with secret thought. 
If that be true as it seems true, 

One of you three is a rich man, 

For he shall have a thousand pounds 
W'ho is first asleep, if but he can 
Sleep before the third noon sounds.’ 

And thereon, merry as a bird 

"With his old thoughts, King Guare went 

From river-side and palace-yard 

And left them to their argument* 

And if I win,’ one beggar said, 

Thougn I am old I shall persuade 
A pretty^ girl to share my bed’; 

The second: I shall learn a trade’; 

The third: Til hurry" to the course 
Among the other gentlemen, 

And lay it all upon a horse’; 

The second: 1 have thought again: 
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A farmer has more dignity.’ 

One to another sighed and cried: 

The exorbitant dreams of beggary, 

That idleness had borne to p'ride, 

Sang through their teeth from noon to noon- 
And when the second twilight brought 
The frenzy of the beggars’ moon 
None closed his blood-shot eyes but sought 
To keep his fellows from their sleep; 

All shouted till their anger grew 
And they were whirling in a heap. 

They mauled and bit the whole night through- 
They mauled and bit till the day shone- 
They mauled and hit through all that day 
And till another night had gone, 

Or if tliey made a moment’s stay 
They sat upon their heels to rail, 

And when old Guare came and stood 
Before the three to end this tale, 

They were commingling lice and blood. 

With blood-shot eyes upon him stared. 

Time s up,’ he cried, and all the three 
bell down upon the dust and snored. 

‘Mayie I shall he lucky yet, 

Now they are silent,’ said the crane. 

Though to my feathers in the wet 
I ve stood as I were made of stone 
And seen the rubbish run ahout^ 

It's certain there are trout somewhere 
And tnaybe I shall take a trout 
If but I do not seem to cared 
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THE THREE HERMITS 

Three old hermits rook the air 
By a cold and desolate sea, 

First was muttering a prayer, 

Second rummaged for a flea;’ 

On a windy stone, the third. 

Giddy with his hundredth year. 

Sang unnoticed like a bird: 

‘Though the Door of Death is near 
And what waits behind the door. 

Three times in a single day 
I, though upright on the shore. 

Fall asleep when I should pray.’ 

So the first, but now the second: 

‘We’re but given what we have earned 
When all thoughts and deeds are reckoned, 
oo It s plain to be discerned 
Xhat the shades of holy men 
Who have failed, being weak of will, 

Pass the Door of Birth again. 

And are plagued by crowds, until 
They ve the passion to escape,’ 

Moaned the other, ‘They are thrown 
Into some most fearful shape.’ 

But the second mocked his moan: 

They are not changed to anything. 

Having loved God once, but maybe 
To a poet or a king 
Or a witty lovely lady.’ 

While he’d rummaged rags and hair, 

Caught and cracked his flea, the third, 
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Giddy with his hundredth year, 
Sang unnoticed like a bird. 


BEGGAR TO BEGGAR CRIED 

‘Time to put oft the world and go somewhere 
And find my health again in the sea air,’ 

Bc^ar to he^ar cried, heing Jren^-struck, 

And make my soul before my pate is bare.’ 

‘And get a comfortable wife and house 
To rid me of the devil in my shoes,’ 

Be^ar to beggar cried, being frengy-struck, 

‘And the worse devil that is between my thighs.’ 

‘And though I’d marry with a comely lass, 

She need not be too comely—let it pass,’ 

Beggar to beggar cried, being frengy-struck, 

‘But there’s a devil in a lookinn-alass.’ 

Nor should she be too rich, because the rich 
Are driven by wealth as beggars by the itch,’ 
Be^ar to beggar cried, being Jrengy-struck, 

And cannot have a humorous happy speech.’ 

‘And there I’ll grow respected at my ease. 

And hear amid the garden’s nightly peace,’ 

Beggar to beggar cried, being jrengy-struck, 

‘The wind-blown clamour of the barnacle-geese.’ 


running to paradise 


As I came over Windy Gap 
They threw a halfpenny into my cap, 
Por I am running to Paradise; 

And all that I need do is to wish 
And somebody puts his hand in the dish 
lo throw me a bit of salted fish* 

And there the ling is hut as the hecoar. 
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My brother Mourteen is worn out 
With skelping his big brawling lout, 
And I am running to Paradise; 

A poor life, do what he can, 

And though he keep a dog and a gun, 
A serv-ing-maid and a serving-mam 

And there the king is hut as the begoar 
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Poor men have grown to be rich men. 
And rich men ^own to be poor again, 
And I am running to Paradise; 

^d many a darling wit’s grown dull 
^at tossed a bare heel when at school, 
Now It has filled an old sock full; 

And there the king is hut as the heggar. 


The wind is old and stiU at play 
While I must hurry upon my way, 
nor I am running to Paradise; 

Yet never have I lit on a friend 
To take my fancy like the wind 
That nobody can buy or bind: 

And there the king is but as the beggar. 
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THE HOUR BEFORE DAWN 


A CURSING rogue with a merry face, 

A bundle of rags upon a crutch, 

Stumbled upon that windy place 
Called Cruachan,! and it was as much 
As the one sturdy leg could do 
To keep him upright while he cursed. 

He had counted, where long years ago 
Queen Maeve’s nine Maines had been nursed, 
A pair of lapwings, one old sheep. 

And not a house to the plain’s edge. 

When close to his right hand a heap 
Of grey stones and a rocky ledge 
Reminded him that he could make. 

If he but shifted a few stones, 

A shelter till the daylight broke. 

But while he fumbled with the stones 
They toppled over; ‘Were it not 
I have a lucky wooden shin 
I had been hurt’; and toppling brought 
Before his eyes, where stones had been, 

A dark deep hollow in the rock. 

He gave a gasp and thought to have fled. 
Being certain it was no right rock 
Because an ancient history said 
Hell Mouth lay open near that place. 

And yet stood still, because inside 
A great lad with a beery face 
Had tucked himself away beside 
^ Pronounced as if spelt ‘Crockan’ in modern Gaelic. 
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A ladle and a tub of beer, 

And snored, no phantom by his look» 

So with a laugh at his own fear 
He crawled into that pleasant nook* 

Night grows uneasy near the dawn 
Till even I sleep light; but who 
Has tired of his own company? 

What one of Maeve^s nine brawling sons 
Sick of his grave has wakened me? 

But let him keep his grave for once 
That I may find the sleep I have lost*^ 

What care I if you sleep or wake? 

But ril have no man call me ghost*" 

Say what you please, but from daybreak 
ril sleep another century*" 

"And I will talk before I sleep 
And drink before I talk*" 

And he 

Had dipped the wooden ladle deep 
Into the sleeper"s tub of beer 
Had not the sleeper started up* 

"Before you have dipped it in the beer 
dragged from Goban"s mountain-top 
Ill have assurance that you are able 
To value beer; no half-legged fool 
Shall dip his nose into my ladle 
Merely for stumbling on this hole 
In the bad hour before the dawn*" 












‘why, beer is only beer.’ 

‘But say 

“I’ll sleep until the winter’s gone, 

Or maybe to Midsummer Day,’’ 

And drink, and you will sleep that length.’ 

‘I’d like to sleep till winter’s gone 
Or till the sun is in his strength. 

This blast has chilled me to the bone.’ 

‘I had no better plan at first. 

I thought to wait for that or this; 

Maybe the weather was accursed 
Or I had no woman there to kiss; 

So slept for half a year or so; 

But year by year I found that less 
Gave me such pleasure I’d forgo 
Even a half-hour’s nothingness, 

And when at one year’s end I found 
I had not waked a single minute, 

I chose this burrow under ground. 

I’ll sleep away all time within it: 

My sleep were now nine centuries 
But for those mornings when I find 
The lapwing at their foolish cries 
And the sheep bleating at the wind 
As when I also played the fool.’ 

The beggar in a rage began 
Upon his hunkers in the hole, 

It s plain that you are no right man 
To mock at everything I love 
As if it were not worth the doing. 

I’d have a merry life enough 
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If a good Easter wind were blowing, 
And though the winter wind is bad 
I should not be too down in the mouth 
For anything you did or said 
If but this wind were in the south.’ 


You cry aloud, O would ’twere spring 
Or that the wind would shift a point, 
And do not know that you would brinu. 
If tune were suppler in the joint, 

Neither the spring nor the south wind 
But the hour when you shall pass away 
And leave no smoking wick behind. 

For all life longs for the Last Day 
And there’s no man but cocks his ear 
To know when Michael’s trumpet cries 
That flesh and bone may disappear. 

And souls as if they were but sighs, 

And there be nothing but God left; 

But I alone being blessM keep 
Like some old rabbit to my cleft 
And wait Him in a drunken sleep.’ 

He dipped his ladle in the tub 
And drank and yawned and stretched him 
The other shouted, 'You would rob 
My life of every pleasant thought 
And every comfortable thing, 

And so take that and that.’ Thereon 
He gave him a great pummelling. 

But might have pummelled at a^stone 
For all the slee|>er knew or cared; 

And after heaped up stone on stone, 

And then, grown weary, prayed and cursed 
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And heaped up stone on stone again, 

And prayed and cursed and cursed and j&ed 
From Maeve and all that juggling plain, 

Nor gave God thanks till overhead 

The clouds were brightening with the dawn* 


A SONG FROM THE PLAYER QUEEN’ 

My mother dandled me and sang, 

*How young it is, how young!' 

And made a golden cradle 
That on a willow swung. 

^He went away,' my mother sang, 

"When I was brought to bed,' 

And all the while her needle pulled 
The gold and silver thread. 

She pulled the thread and bit the thread 
And made a golden gown, 

And wept because she had dreamt that I 
Was born to wear a crown. 

"When she was got,' my mother sang, 

"I heard a sea-mew cry, 

And saw a flake of the yellow foam 
That dropped upon my thigh.' 

How therefore could she help but braid 
The gold into my hair, 

And dream that I should carry 
The golden top of care? 
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THE REALISTS 


Hope that you may understand! 
"What can books of men that wive 
In a dragon-guarded land, 
Paintings of the dolphin-drawn 
Sea-nymphs in their pearly wagons 
Do, but awake a hope to live 
That had gone 
With the dragons? 


I 

THE WITCH 

Toil and grow rich, 
What's that but to lie 
With a foul witch 
And after, drained dry, 
To be brought 
To the chamber where 
Lies one long sought 
With despair? 


II 

THE PEACOCK 

What's riches to him 
That has made a great peacock. 
With the pride of his eye? 

The wind-beaten, stone-grey, 
And desolate Three Rock 
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Would nourish his whim. 
Live he or die 

Amid wet rocks and heather, 
His ghost will be gay 
Adding feather to leather 
For the pride of his eye. 


THE MOUNTAIN TOMB 

Pour wine and dance if manhood still have pride, 
Bring roses if the rose be yet in bloom; 

The cataract smokes upon the mountain side, 

Our Father Rosicross is in his tomb. 

Pull down the blinds, bring fiddle and clarionet 
That there be no foot silent in the room 
Nor mouth from kissing, nor from wine unwet; 
Our Father Rosicross is in his tomb. 

In vain, in vain; the cataract still cries; 

The everlasting taper lights the gloom; 

All wisdom shut into his onyx eyes, 

Our Father Rosicross sleeps in his tomb. 


I 

TO A CHILD DANCING IN THE WIND 

Dance there upon the shore; 

What need have you to care 
For wind or water’s roar? 

And tumble out your hair 
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That the salt drops have wet; 
Being young you have not known 
Ine fool s triumph, nor yet 
Love lost as soon as won, 

Nor the best labourer dead 
And all the sheaves to bind. 

What need have you to dread 
The monstrous crying of wind? 


n 


TWO YEARS LATER 


Has no one said those daring 
Kind eyes should be more learn’d? 

Or warned you how despairing 
The moths are when they are burned? 
I could have warned you; but you are 
So we speak a different tongue. 


young, 


O you will take whatever’s offered 
And dream that all the world’s a friend. 
Suiter as your mother suffered, 

Be as broken in the end. 

But I am old and you are young. 

And I speak a barbarous tongue. 


A MEMORY OF YOUTH 

The moments passed as at a plap; 

I had the wisdom love brings forth; 
I had my share of mother-wit, 

And yet for all that I cotdd s^, 
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And though I had her praise for it, 

A cloud blown from the cut-throat north 
Suddenly hid Lovers moon away* 

Believing every word I said, 

I praised her body and her mind 
Till pride had made her eyes grow bright, 
And pleasure made her cheeks grow red, 
And vanity her footfall light. 

Yet we, for all that praise, could find 
Nothing but darkness overhead. 

We sat as silent as a stone, 

We knew, though she'd not said a word, 
That even the best of love must die, 

And had been savagely undone 
Were it not that Love upon the cry 
Of a most ridiculous little bird 
Tore from the clouds his marvellous moon* 




FALLEN MAJESTY 

Although crowds gathered once if she but showed 
her face, 

And even old men's eyes grew dim, this hand alone, 
Like some last courtier at a gypsy camping-place 
Babbling of fallen majesty, records what's gone. 

The lineaments, a heart that laughter has made sweet, 
These, these remain, but I record what's gone. A crowd 
Will gather, and not know it walks the very street 
Whereon a thing once walked that seemed a burning 
cloud. 
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FRIENDS 


Now must I these three praise— 
Three women that have wrought 
What joy is in my days: 

One because no thought, 

Nor those unpassing cares, 

No, not in these fifteen 
Many-times-troubled years. 

Could ever come between 
Mind and delighted mind; 

And one because her hand 
Had strength that could unbind 
What none can understand, 

"What none can have and thrive, 
Youth^s dreamy load, till she 
So changed me that I live 
Labouring in ecstasy. 

And what of her that took 
All till my youth was gone 
With scarce a pitjdng look? 

How could I praise that one? 
When day begins to break 
I count my good and bad, 

Being wakeful for her sake, 
Remembering what she had, 

What eagle look still shows, 

Y/hile up from my heart"^s root 
So great a sweetness flows 
I shake from head to fooc 


139 












THE COLD HEAVEN 


Suddenly I saw the cold and rook-delighting heaven 
That seemed as though ice burned and was^but the 

more ice, 

And thereupon imagination and heart were driven 
So wild that every casual thought of chat and this 
Vanished, and left but memories, chat should be out 

of season 

With the hot blood of youth, of love crossed long ago; 
And I took all the blame out of all sense and reason, ' 
Until I cried and trembled and rocked to and fro. 
Riddled with light. Ah! when the ghost begins to 
quicken, * 

Confusion of the death-bed over, is it sent 
Out naked on the roads, as the books say, and stricken 
By the injustice of the skies for punishment? 

THAT THE NIGHT COME 

She lived in storm and strife, 

Her soul had such desire 
For what proud death may bring 
That it could not endure 
The common good of lifo, 

But lived as kwere a king 
That packed his marriage day 
With banneret and pennon, 

Trumpet and kettledrum, 

And the outrageous cannon^ 

To bundle time away 
That the night come. 
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AN APPOINTMENT 

Being out of heart with government 
I took a broken root to fling 
Where the proud, wayward squirrel went, 
Taking delight that he could spring; 

And he, with that low whinnying sound 
Thar is like laughter, sprang again 
And so to the other tree at a bound. 

Nor the tame will, nor timid brain. 

Nor heavy knitting of the brow 
Bred that fierce tooth and cleanly limb 
And threw him up to laugh on the bouoh; 
No government appointed him. 


MACil 


Now as at all times I can see in the mind’s eve. 

In their stiff painted clothes, the pale unsatisfied ones 
Appear and disappear m the blue depth of the sky 
ith Ml their ancient faces like rain-beaten stones, 
And all their helms of silver hovering side by side, 
nd all tl^ir eyes still fixed, hoping to find once more, 
Being by Calvai)' s turbulence unsatisfied. 

The uncontrollable mystery on the bestial floor. 


THE DOLLS 

A DOLL in the doll-makerhouse 

Looks at the cradle and bawls: 







^That is an insult to us/ 

But the oldest of all the dolls, 

Who had seen, being kept for show, 
Generations of his sort, 

Oiit-screanis the whole shelf: 'Although 
There^s not a man can report 
Evil of this place, 

The man and the woman bring 
Hither, to our disgrace, 

A noisy and filthy thing/ 

Hearing him groan and stretch 
The doll-maker’s wife is aware 
Her husband has heard the wretch, 

And crouched by the arm of his chair, 
She murmurs into his ear, 

Head upon shoulder leant: 

'My dear, my dear, O dear, 

It was an accident/ 


A COAT 

I MADE my song a coat 
Covered with embroideries 
Out of old mythologies 
From heel to throat; 

But the fools caught it, 

Wore it in the world's eyes 
As though they’d wrought it. 
Song, let them take it, 

For there’s more enterprise 
In walking naked. 



While I,Jrom that md-throatei whisperer 
Who comes at need, although not now as once 
A clear articulation in the air, 

But inwardly, surmise companions 
Beyond the fling of the dull ass’s hoof, 

—Ben Jonson’s phrase~andfind when June 

At kyle-na-no under that ancient roof 
A sterner conscience and a friendlier home, 

I can forgive even that wrong of wronos, ’ 

Those undreamt accidents that have mde me 
Seeing that Fame has perished this long while 

Being hut a part of ancient ceremony _ 

Isiotonous^ till all my priceless thinos 
Are hut a post the passing dogs defife. 


is come 
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But now they drift on the still water, 
Mysterious, beautiful; 

Among what rushes will they build, 

By what lake’s edge or pool 

Delight men’s eyes when I awake some day 

To find they have flown away? ' ^ 


IN MEMORY OF MAJOR ROBERT GREGORY 

I 

Now that we’re almost settled in our house 
111 name the friends that cannot sup with us 
Beside a fire of turf in th’ ancient tower. 

And having talked to some late hour 
Climb up the narrow winding stair to bed; 
Discoverers of forgotten truth 
Or mere companions of my youth. 

All, all are in my thoughts to-night being dead. 

11 

Always we’d have the new friend meet the old 
And we are hurt if either friend seem cold, 

And there is salt to lengthen out the smart 
In the affections of our heart. 

And quarrels are blown up upon that head; 

But not a fnend that I would bring 
This night can set us quarrelling. 

For all that come into my mind are dead. 


Ill 

Lionel Johnson comes the first to mind. 

That loved his learning better than mankind, 
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Though courteous to the worst; much fallincr he 
Brooded upon sanctity * 

Till all his Greek and Latin learning seemed 
A long blast upon the horn that brought 
A little nearer to his thought 
A measureless consummation that he dreamed. 

IV 

And that enquiring man John Synge comes next, 

1 hat dying chose the living world for text 
And never could have rested in the tomb 
But that, long travelling, he had come 
Towards nightfall upon certain set apart 
In a most desolate stony place. 

Towards nightfall upon a race 
Passionate and simple like his heart. 

V 

And then I think of old George Pollexfen, 

In muscular youth well known to Mayo men 
For horsemanship at meets or at racecourses, 

That could have shown how pure-bred horses 
And solid men, for all their passion, live 
But as the outrageous stars incline 
By opposition, square and trine; 

Having grown sluggish and contemplative. 

VI 

They were my close companions many a year, 

A portion of my mind and life, as it were, 

And now their breatliless faces seem to look 
Out of some old picture-book; 
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I am accustomed to their lack of breath, 
But not that my dear friend’s clear son, 
Our Sidney and our perfect man, 

Could share in that discourtesy of death. 


VII 

For all things the delighted eye now sees 
Were loved by him; the old storm-broken trees 
That cast their shadows upon road and bridge; 
The tower set on the stream’s edce; 

The ford where drinking cattle make a stir 
Nightly, and startled by that sound 
The water-hen must change her ground; 

He might have been your heartiest welcomer. 


vni 

When with the Galway foxhounds he would ride 
From Castle Taylor to the Roxborough side 
Or Esserkelly plain, few kept his pace; 

At Mooneen he had leaped a place 
So perilous that half the astonished meet 
Had shut their eyes; and where was it 
He rode a race without a bit? 

And yet his mind outran the horses’ Ret. 


IX 

We dreamed that a great painter had been born 
To cold Clare rock and Galway rock and thorn, 
To that stern colour and that delicate line 
That are our secret discipline 


Wherein the gazing heart doubles her might. 
Soldier, scholar, horseman, he, 

And yet he had the intensity 

To have published all to be a world^s delight. 

X 

What other could so well have counselled us 
In all lovely intricacies of a house 
As he that practised or that understood 
All work in metal or in wood, 

In moulded plaster or in carven stone? 

Soldier, scholar, horseman, he, 

And all he did done perfectly 

As though he had but that one trade alone. 


XI 

Some burn damp faggots, others may consume 
The entire combustible world in one small room 
As though dried straw, and if we turn about 
The bare chimney is gone black out 
Because the work had finished in that flare. 

Soldier, scholar, horseman, he, 

As "twere all life’s epitome. 

What made us dream that he could comb grey hair? 

XII 

I had thought, seeing how bitter is that wind 
That shakes the shutter, to have brought to mind 
All those that manhood tried, or childhood loved 
Or boyish intellect approved, 











With some appropriate conimentaty on each; 
Until imagination brought 
A fitter welcome; but a thought 
Of that late death took all my licart for speech. 

AN IRISH AIRMAN FORESEES HIS DEATH 

I KNOW that I shall meet my :lhte 
Somewhere among the clouds above; 

Those that I fight I do not hate, 

Those that I guard I do not love; 

My country is Kiltartan Cross, 

My countrymen Kiltartanhs poor, 

No likely end could bring them loss 
Or leave them happier than before. 

Nor law, nor duty bade me fight, 

Nor public men, nor cheering crowds, 

A lonely impulse of delight 
Drove to this tumult in the clouds; 

I balanced all, brought all to mind, 

The years to come seemed waste of breath, 
A waste of breath the years behind 
In balance with this life, this death. 

MEN IMPROVE WITH THE YEARS 

I AM worn out with dreams; 

A weather-worn, marble triton 
Among the streams; 

And all day long I look 
Upon this lady's beauty 
As though I had found in a book 
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A pictured beauty, 

Pleased to have filled the eyes 
Or the discerning ears, 

Delighted to be but wise, 

For men improve with the years; 
And yet, and yet, 

Is this my dream, or the truth? 

O would that we had met 
When I had my burning youth! 
But I grow old among dreams, 

A weather-worn, marble triton 
Among the streams. 


THE COLLAR-BONE OF A HARE 

T\^ould I coulci cast a sail on the water 
"Where many a king has gone 
And many a king's daughter, 

And alight at the comely trees and the lawn, 

The playing upon pipes and the dancing, 

And learn that the best thing is 
To change my loves while dancing 
And pay but a kiss for a kiss. 

I would find by the edge of that water 

The collar-bone of a hare 

Worn thin by the lapping of water, 

And pierce it through with a gimlet and stare 
At the old bitter world where they many in churches, 
And laugh over the untroubled water 
At all who marr)^ in churches, 

Through the white thin bone of a hare. 
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UNDER THE ROUND TOWER 

'Alti-iough Vd lie lapped up in linen 
A deal Td sweat and little earn 
If I should live as live the neighbours/ 
Cried the beggar, Billy Byrne; 

'Stretch bones till the daylight conie 
On great-grandfather’s battered tomb/ 

Upon a grey old battered tombstone 
In Glendalough beside the stream, 

Where the O’Byrnes and Byrnes are buried, 
He stretched his bones and fell in a dream 
Of sun and moon that a good hour 
Bellowed and pranced in the round tower; 

Of golden king and silver lady, 

Bellowing up and. bellowing round, 

Till toes mastered a sweet measure, 

Mouth mastered a sweet sound. 

Prancing round and prancing up 
Until they pranced upon the top. 

That golden king and that wild lady 
Sang till stars began to fade, 

Hands gripped in hands, toes close together, 
Hair spread on the wind they made; 

That lady and that golden king 
Could like a brace of blackbirds sing. 

'It’s certain that my luck is broken,' 

That rambling jailbird Billy said; 
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'Before nightfall Til pick a pocket 
And snug it in a feather-bed 
I cannot find the peace of home 
On great-grandfather's battered tomb/ 

SOLOMON TO SHEBA 

Sang Solomon to Sheba, 

And kissed her duskp face, 

'All day long from mid-day 
We have talked in the one place, 

All day long from shadowless noon 
We have gone round and round 
In the narrow theme of love 
Like an old horse in a pound/ 

To Solomon sang Sheba, 

Planted on his knees, 

'If you had broached a matter 
That might the learned please, 

You had before the sun had thrown 
Our shadows on the ground 
Discovered that my thoughts, not it, 
Are but a narrow pound/ 

Said Solomon to Sheba, 

And kissed her Arab eyes, 

'There's not a man or woman 
Born under the skies 
Dare match in learning with us two, 
And all day long we have found 
There's not a thing but love can make 
The world a narrow pound/ 

^55 





THE LIVING BEAUTY 


I BADE, because the wick and oil are spent 
And frozen are the channels of the blood, 

My discontented heart to draw content 
From beauty that is cast out of a mould 
In bronze, or that in dazzling marble appears, 
Appears, but when we have gone is gone again, 
Being more indifferent to our solitude 
Than Twere an apparition. O heart, we are old; 
The living beauty is for younger men: 

We cannot pay its tribute of wild tears. 


A SONG 

I THOUGHT no more was needed 
Youth to prolong 
Than dumb-bell and foil 
To keep the body young. 

O wJo could have Joretold 
That the heart grows old? 

Though I have many words, 
What woman's satisfied, 

I am no longer faint 
Because at her side? 

O who could have Joretold 
That the heart grows old? 

I have not lost desire 
But the heart that I had; 


I thought ’twould burn my body 
Laid on the death-bed, 

For who could have foretold 
That the heart grows old? 

TO A YOUNG BEAUTY 

Dear fellow-artist, why so free 
With every sort of company, 

With every Jack and Jill? 

Choose your companions from the best; 
Who draws a bucket with the rest 
Soon topples down the hill. 

You may, that mirror for a school, 

Be passionate, not bountiful 
As common beauties may, 

W'ho were not born to keep in trim 
With old Ezekiel’s cherubim 
But those of Beauvarlet. 

I know what wages beauty gives, 

How hard a life her servant lives, 

Yet praise the winters gone: 

There is not a fool can call me friend, 
And I may dine at journey’s end 
With Landor and with Donne. 


TO A YOUNG GIRL 

My dear, my dear, I know 
More than another 











Wha.t makes ycuii: I:ica„i,t beai: so; 
Not even yotii: own motlict 
Can, know it as I know, 

Wlio broke my licart fx)r her 
When tlie wild tliotioln:, 

That she denies 
And has forgot, 

Set all her blood astir 
And glittered in her eyes. 


, THE SCHOLARS 

Bald heads forgetiul of their sins, 

Old, learned, respectable bald heads 
Edit and annotate the lines 
That young men, tossing on tlieii: beds, 
Rhymed out in love’s despair 
To flatter beauty’s ignorant car* 

All shuffle there; all cougli in ink; 

All wear the carpet with dieir shoes; 

All think what other people think; 

All know the man their neighbour knows* 

Lord, what would tluy say 

Did their Catullus walk that way? 


TOM OdlOUGHLEY 

Though logic-choppers rule the town, 
And every man and maid and boy 
Has marked a distant object down, 

An aimless joy is a pure joy,' 
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Or so did Tom O^Roughley say 
That saw the surges running by, 

'And wisdom is a butterfly 
And not a gloomy bird of prey* 

'If little planned is little sinned 
But little need the grave distress. 
What's dying but a second wind? 

How but in zig-zag wantonness 
Could trumpeter Michael be so brave?' 
Or something of that sort he said, 

And if my dearest friend were dead 
Td dance a measure on his graved 


SHEPHERD AND GOATHERD 

Shepherl That cry's from the first cuckoo of the year* 
I wished before it ceased. 

Goatherd. ]Nor bird nor beast 

Could make me wish for anything this day, 

Being old, but that the old alone might die, 

And that would be against God's Providence. 

Let the young wish. But what has brought you here? 
Never until this moment have we met 
Where my goats browse on the scarce grass or leap 
From stone to stone. 

Shepherd. ^ I am looking for strayed sheep; 

Something has troubled me and in my trouble 
I let them stray. I thought of rhyme alone, 

For rhyme can beat a measure out of trouble 
And make the daylight sweet once more; but when 
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I had driven every tdiyme into its place 
The sheep had gone from theirs. 

Goatherd. I know right well 

What turned so good a shepherd from his charge. 

Shepherd. He that was best in every country sport 
And every country craft, and of us all 
Most courteous to slow age and hasty youth, 

Is dead. 

Goatherd. The boy that brings my griddle-cake 
Brought the bare news. 

Shepherd. He had thrown the crook away 

And died in the great war beyond the sea. 

Goatherd. He had often played, his pipes among my hills, 
And when he played it was their loneliness, 

The exultation of their stone, that cried 
Under his fingers. 

Shepherd. I had it from his mother, 

And his own flock was browsing at the door. 

Goatherd. How does she bear her grief? There is not a 
shepherd 

But grows more gentle when he speaks her name, 
Remembering kindness done, and how can I, 

That found when I had neither aoat nor etazing 
New welcome and old wisdom at her fire 
Till winter blasts were gone, but speak of her 
Even before his children and his wife. 

Shepherd. She goes about her house erect and calm 
Between the pantry and the linen-chest. 

Or else at meadow or at grazing overlooks 
Her labouring men, as though her darling lived, 
But for her grandson now; there is no change 
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But such as I have seen upon her face 
Watching our shepherd sports at harvest-time 
When her son's turn was over. 


Goatherd. Sing your song. 

I too have rhymed my reveries, but youth 
Is hot to show whatever it has found, 

And till that s done can neither work nor wait. 
Old goatherds and old goats, if in all else 
Youth can excel them in accomplishment, 

Are learned in waiting. 


Shepherd. You cannot but have seen 

That he alone had gathered up no gear, 

Set carpenters to work on no wide table. 

On no long bench nor lofty milking shed 
As others will, when first they take possession, 

But left the house as in his father's time 
As though he knew himself, as it were, a cuckoo, 
No settled man. And now that he is aone 
There's nothing of him left but half a score 
Of sorrowful, austere, sweet, lofty pipe tunes. 


Goatherd. You have put the thought in rhyme. 

Shepherd. ^ j ^yorked all day, 

And when 'twas done so little had I done 
That maybe I am sorry' in plain prose 
Had sounded better to your mountain fancy. 

(j -t . sings. 

Like the speckled bird that steers 

Thousands of leagues oversea, 

And runs or a while half-flies 

On his yellow legs through our meadows, 

He stayed for a' while; and we 
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Had scarcely accustomed our ears 
To his speech at the break of day, 

Had scarcely accustomed our eyes 
To his shape at the rinsing pool 
Among the evening shadows, 
when he vanished from ears and eyes. 

I might have wished on the day 
He came, but man is a fool.’ 

Goatherd. You sing as always of the natural life, 

And I that made like music in my youth 
Hearing it now have sighed for that young man 
And certain lost companions of my own. ^ 

Shepherd. They say that on your barren mountain ridge 
You have measured, out the road that the soul treads 
When it has vanished from our natural eyes; 

That you have talked with apparitions. 

Goatherd. Indeed 

My daily thoughts since the first stupor of youth 
Have found the path my goats’ feet cannot find. 

Shepherd. Sing, for it may be that your thoupirts have 
plucked 

Some medicable herb to make our grief 
Less bitter. 

Goatherd. They have brought me Ixom that ridge 
Seed-pods and flowers that are not all wild poppy. 

‘He grows younger every second 
That were all his birthdays reckoned 
Much too solemn seemed; 

Because of what he had dreamed, 
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Or the ambitions that he served, 

Much too solemn and reserved* 

Jaunting, journeying 
To his own dayspring, 

He unpacks the loaded pern 
Of all 'twas pain or joy to learn, 

Of all that he had made. 

The outrageous war shall fade; 

At some old winding whitethorn root 
Hell practise on the shepherd's flute, 

Or on the close-cropped grass 
Court his shepherd lass, 

Or put his heart into some game 
Till daytime, playtime seem the same; 

Knowledge he shall unwind 
Through victories of the mind, 

Till, clambering at the cradle-side. 

He dreams himself his mother's pride, 

All knowledge lost in trance 
Of sweeter ignorance.' 

Shepherd. When I have shut these ewes and this old ram 
Into the fold, we'll to the woods and there 
Cut out our rhymes on strips of new-torn bark 
But put no name and leave them at her door. 

To know the mountain and the valley have grieved 
May be a quiet thought to wife and mother, 

And children when they spring up shoulder-higH 

LINES WRITTEN IN DEJECTION 

•When have I last looked on 
The round green eyes and the long wavering bodies 
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of the dark leopards of the moon? 

All the wild witches^ those most noble ladies, 
For all their broom-sticks and their tears, 
Their angry tears, are gone* 

The holy centaurs of the hills are vanished; 

I have nothing but the embittered sun; 
Banished heroic mother moon and vanished, 
And now that I have come to fifty years 
I must endure the timid sun* 


THE DAWN 

I WOULD be ignorant as the dawn 
That has looked down 
On that old queen measuring a town 
With the pin of a brooch, 

Or on the withered men that saw 
From their pedantic Babylon 
The careless planets in their courses, 

The stars fade out where the moon comes, 

And took their tablets and did sums; 

I would be ignorant as the dawn 

That merely stood, rocking the glittering coach 

Above the cloudy shoulders of die horses; 

I would be—for no knowletige is worth a straw— 
Ignorant and wanton as the dawn* 

ON WOMAN 

May God be praised for woman 
That gives up all her mind, 

A man may find in no man 
A friendship of her kind 
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That covers all he has brought 
As with her flesh and bone, 

Nor quarrels with a thought 
Because it is not her own. 

Though pedantiy denies, 

It's plain the Bible means 
That Solomon grew wise 
While talking with his queens^ 

Yet never could, although 
They say he counted grass, 

Count all the praises due 
When Sheba was his lass, 

When she the iron wrought, or 
When from the smithy fce 
It shuddered in the water: 
Harshness of their desire 
That made them stretch and yawn, 
Pleasure that comes with sleep, 
Shudder that made them one. 

What else He give or keep 
God grant me—no, not here. 

For I am not so bold 
To hope a thing so dear 
Now I am growing old, 

But when, if the tale's true, 

The Pestle of the moon 
That pounds up all anew 
Brings me to birth again— 

To find what once I had 

And know w^hat once I have known^ 

Until I am driven mad, 

Sleep driven from my bed* 
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By tenderness and care, 

Pity, an aching head, 
Gnashing of teeth, despair; 
And all because of some one 
Perverse creature of chance, 
And live like Solomon 
That Sheba led a dance. 


THE FISHERMAN 

Although I can see him still, 
The freckled man vrho goes 
To a grey place on a hill 
In grey Connemara clothes 
At dawn to cast his flies, 

It's long since I began 
To call up to the eyes 
This wise and simple man. 

All day Td looked in the face 
What I had hoped 'twould be 
To write for my own race 
And the reality; 

The living men that I hate, 
The dead man that I loved, 
The craven man in his seat, 
The insolent unreproved, 

And no knave brought to hook 
Who has won a drunken cheer, 
The witty man and his joke 
Aimed at the commonest ear, 
The clever man who cries 
The catch-cries of the clown, 
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The beating down of the wise 
And great Art beaten down* 

Maybe a twelvemonth since 
Suddenly I began, 

In scorn of this audience, 
Imagining a man, 

And his sun-freckled face, 

And grey Connemara cloth, 
Climbing up to a place 
Where stone is dark under froth, 
And the down-turn of his wrist 
When the flies drop in the stream; 
A man who does not exist, 

A man who is but a dream; 

And cried, ^Before I am old 
I shall have written him one 
Poem maybe as cold 
And passionate as the dawn*^ 


THE HAWK 

'Call down the hawk from the air; 
Let him be hooded or caged 
Till the yellow eye has grown mild^ 
For larder and spit are bare, 

The old cook enraged, 

The scullion gone wild*"" 

'I will not be clapped in a hood, 
Nor a cage, nor alight upon wrist. 
Now I have learnt to be proud 





Hovering over the wood 
In the broken mist 
Or tumbling: cloud/ 

‘Wliac tumbling cloud did you cleave, 
Yellow-eyed hawk of rlic mind, 

Last evening? that I, who had sat 
Dumbfounded before a knave, 

Should give to my ftieod 
A pretence of wit.’ 


MEMORY 

One had a lovely face, 

And two or three had cliarm, 

But charm and face were in vain 
Because tlie mountain grass 
Cannot but keep the form 
Where the mountain hare has lain. 

HER PRAISE 

She is foremost of those that I would hear praised. 

I have gone about the house, gone up and down 
As a man does who has published a new book. 

Or a young girl dressed out in her new gown. 

And though I have turned the talk by hook or crook 
Until her praise should be the uppermost theme, 

A woman spoke of some new tale she had read, 

A man confusedly in a half dream 
As though some other name ran in his head. 

She is foremost of those that I would hear praised. 
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I will talk no more of books or the long war 
But walk by the dry thorn until I have found 
Some beggar sheltering from tlie wind, and there 
Manage the talk until her name come round. 

If there be rags enough he will know her name 

And be well pleased remembering it, for in the old 
days, 

Though she had young men's praise and old men's 
blame, 

Among the poor both old and young gave her praise. 


THE PEOPLE 

‘What have I earned for all that work,’ I said, 

For all that I hav^e done at my own charge? 

The daily spite of this unmannerly town. 

Where who has served the most is most defamed. 

The reputation of his lifetime lost 

Between the night and morning. I might have lived, 

And you know well how great the longing has been,’ 

Where every day my footfall should havelit 

In the green shadow of Ferrara wall; 

Or climbed among the images of the past_ 

The unperturbed and courtly images— 
y^ening and morning, the steep street of Urbino 
To where the duchess and her people talked 
The stately midnight through until they stood 
In their great window looking at the dawn; 

I might have had no friend that could not mix 
Courtesy and passion into one like those 
That saw the wicks grow yellow in the dawn; 

I might have used the one substantial right 

169 




My trade allows: chosen my company^ 

And chosen what scenery had pleased me best/ 
Thereon niy phoenix answered in reproof, 

'The drunkards, pilferers of public funds, 

All the dishonest crowd I had driven away, 

When my luck changed and they dared meet my face, 
Crawled from obscurity, and set upon me 
Those I had served and some that I had fed; 

Yet never have I, now nor any time, 

Complained of the people/ 


All I could reply 

Was: 'You, that have not lived in thought but deed, 
Can have the purity of a natural force, 

But I, whose virtues are the definitions 

Of the analytic mind, can neither close 

The eye of the mind nor keep my tongue from speech/ 

And yet, because my heart leaped at her words, 

I was abashed, and now they come to mind 
After nine years, I sink my head abashed^ 


HIS PHOENIX 

There is a queen in China, or maybe it's in Spain, 

And birthdays and holidays such praises can be heard 

Of her unblemished lineaments, a whiteness with no 
stain, 

That she might be that sprightly girl trodden by a 
bird; 

And there's a score of duchesses, surpassing woman¬ 
kind. 

Or who have found a painter to make them so for pay 
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And smooth out stain and blemish with the elegance 
of his mind: 

I knew a phoenix in mp youth, so let them have their 
day. 

The young men every night applaud their Gaby’s 
laughing eye, 

And Ruth St. Denis had more charm although she had 
poor luck; 

From nineteen hundred nine or ten, Pavlova’s had the 
cry, 

And there’s a player in the States who gathers up her 
cloak 

And flings herself out of the room when Juliet would 
be bride 

With all a woman^s passion, a child^s imperious wap, 

And there are—but no matter if there are scores beside: 

I knew a phoenix in my youth, so let them have their 
day* 

There's Margaret and Marjorie and Dorothy and Nan, 

A Daphne and a Mary who live in privacy; 

One's had her fill of lovers, another's had but one, 

Another boasts, T pick and choose and have but two 
or three*' 

If head and limb have beauty and the instep's high and 

light 

They can spread out what sail they please for all I have 
to say, 

Be but the breakers of men's hearts or engines of 
delight: 

I knew a phoenix in my youth, so let them have their 
day* 

171 



There’ll be that crowd, that barbarous crowd, throuoh 
all the centuries, ^ 

And who can say but some young belle may walk and 
talk men wild 

Who is my beauty’s equal, though that my heart denies 
But not the exact likeness, the simplicity of a child 
And that proud look as though she had gazed into the 
burning sun. 

And all the shapely body no tittle gone astray, 

I mourn for that most lonely tliingrand yet God’s will 
be done; 

I knew a phoenix in my youth, so let them have their 


A THOUGHT FROM PROPERTIUS 

She might, so noble from head 
To great shapely knees 
The long flowing line. 

Have walked to the altar 
Through the holy images 
Ac Pallas Athena’s side, 

Or been fit spoil for a centaur 
Drunk with the unmixed wine. 


BROKEN DREAMS 

There is grey in your hair. 

Young men no longer suddenly catch their breath 
When you are passing; 

But maybe some old gaffer mutters a blessing 
Because it was your prayer 


Recovered him upon the bed of death. 

For your sole sake—that all heart's ache have known, 
And given to others all heart's ache, 

From meagre girlhood's putting on 
Burdensome beauty—for your sole sake 
Fleaven has put away the stroke of her doom, 

So great her portion in that peace you make 
By merely walking in a room. 

Your beauty can but leave among us 
Vague memories, nothing but memories. 

A young man when the old men are done talkina 
Will say to an old man, 'Tell me of that lady 
The poet stubborn with his passion sang us 
When age might well have chilled his blood.' 

Vague memories, nothing but memories, 

But in the grave all, all, shall be renewed. 

The certainty that I shall see that lady 
Leaning or standing or walking 
In the first loveliness of womanhood, 

And with the fervour of my youthful eyes, 

Has set me muttering like a fool. 

You are more beautiful than any one, 

And yet your body had a flaw: 

Your small hands were not beautiful, 

And I am afraid that you will run 
And paddle to the wrist 
In that mysterious, always brimming lake 
Where those that have obeyed the holy law 
Paddle and are perfect. Leave unchanged 
The hands that I have kissed, 

For old sakes' sake. 


-73 




The last stroke of midnight dies. 

All day in the one chair 

From dream to dream and rhyme to rhyme I have 
ranged 

In rambling talk with an image of air: 

Vague memories, nothing but memories. 

A DEEP-SWORN VOW 

Others because you did not keep 

That deep-sworn vow have been friends of mine; 

Yet always when I look death in the bice, 

When I clamber to the heights of sleep, 

Or when I grow excited with wine, 

Suddenly I meet your face* 


PRESENCES 

This night has been so strange that it seemed 
As if the hair stood up on my head* 

From going-down of the sun I have dreamed 
That women laughing, or timid or wild, 

In rustle of lace or silken stuff:'. 

Climbed up my creaking stair. They had read 
All I had rhymed of that monstrous thing 
Returned and yet unrequited love. 

They stood in the door and stood between 
My great wood lectern and the fire 
Till I could hear their hearts beating; 

One is a harlot, and one a child 

That never looked upon man with desire, 

And one, it may be, a queen* 
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THE BALLOON OF THE MIND 


Hands, do what youhe bid: 

Bring the balloon of the mind 
That bellies and drags in the wind 
Into its narrow shed* 

TO A SQUIRREL AT KYLE-NA-NO 

Come play with me; 

Why should you run 
Through the shaking tree 
As though rd a gun 
To strike you dead? 

When all I would do 
Is to scratch your head 
And let you go* 

ON BEING ASKED FOR A WAR POEM 

I THINK it better that in times like these 
A poet's mouth be silent, for in truth 
We have no gift to set a statesman right; 

He has had enough of meddling who can please 
A young girl in the indolence of her youth, 

Or an old man upon a winter's night* 


IN MEMORY OF ALFRED POLLEXFEN 

Five-AND-TWENTY years have gone 
Since old William Pollexfen 
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Laid his strong bones down in death 

By his wife Elizabeth 

In the grey stone comb he made. 

And after twenty years they laid 
In that tomb by him and her 
His son George, the astrologer; 

And IVIasons drove from miles away 

To scatter the Acacia spray 

Upon a melancholy man 

Who had ended where his breath began, 

Many a son and daughter lies ° 

Far from the customary skies, 

The Mall and Eades’s grammar school, 
In London or in Liverpool; 

But where is laid the sailor Jolin 
That so many lands had known. 

Quiet lands or unquiet seas 
Where the Indians trade or Japanese? 

He never found his rest ashore. 

Moping for one voyage more. 

Where have they laid^the sailor John? 
And yesterday the youngest son, 

A humorous, unambitious man. 

Was buried near the astrologer. 

Yesterday in the tenth year 

Since he who had been contented long, 

A nobody in a great throng, ° 

Decided he must journey home, 

Now that his fiftieth year had come. 

And Mr. Alfred’ be again 
Upon the lips of common men 
Who carried in their memory 
His childhood and his family. 
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At all these 
A visionary 
Lamenting 

And widi t' 


UPO 


With the old kindr 
She lies, her lovely • 
Propped upon pillow; 
She would not have 
And when she meen 
Her speech a wickec 
Matching our broke 
Thinking of saints s 


Certain Artists 

Bring where our Bea 
A new modelled do] 
With a friend’s or a 
Features, or maybe : 
Her features when a 
Of dull red hair wa: 
Over some silken di 
Cut in the Turkish 
Or, it may be, like 


At all these death-beds women heard 
A visionary white sea-bird 
Lamenting that a man should die; 

And with that cry I have raised my cry. 


UPON A DYING LADY 
I 

Her Courtesy 

With the old kindness, the old distinguished grace, 
She lies, her lovely piteous head amid dull red hair 
Propped upon pillows, rouge on the pallor of her face. 
She would not have us sad because she is lying there, 
And when she meets our gaze her eyes are laughter-lit, 
Her speech a wicked tale that we may vie with her. 
Matching our broken-hearted wit against her wit, 
Thinking of saints and of Petronius Arbiter. 


II 

Certain Artists bring her Dolls and Drawings 

Bring where our Beauty lies 
A new modelled doll, or drawing, 

With a friend’s or an enemy’s 
Features, or maybe showing 
Her features when a tress 
Of dull red hair was flowing 
Over some silken dress 
Cut in the Turkish fashion, 

Or, it may be, like a boy’s. 
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We have given the world our passion, 

We have naught for death but toys. 

III 

She turns the Dolls' Faces to the Wall 

Because to-day is some religious festival 
They had a priest say Mass, and even the Japanese, 
Heel up and weight on toe, must face the wall 
—Pedant in passion, learned in old courtesies, 
Vehement and witty she had seemed—; the Venetian 
lady 

Who had seemed to glide to some intrigue in her red 
shoes, 

Her domino, her panniered skirt copied from Longhi; 
The meditative critic; all are on their toes, 

Even our Beauty with her Turkish trousers on. 
Because the priest must have like every dog his day 
Or keep us all awake with baying at the nioon, 

We and our dolls being but the world were best away. 

IV 

The End oj Day 

She is playing like a child 
And penance is the play, 

Fantastical and wild 

Because the end of day 

Shows her that some one soon 

Will come from the house, and say— 

Though play is but half done— 

^Come in and leave the play.^ 
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Her Race 

She has not grown uncivil 
As narrow natures would 
And called the pleasures evil 
Happier days thought good; 

She knows herself a woman, 

No red and white of a face, 

Or rank, raised from a common 
Unreckonable race; 

And how should her heart fail her 
Or sickness break her will 
With her dead brother's valour 
For an example still? 

VI 

Her Courage 

When her soul flies to the predestined dancing-place 
(I have no speech but symbol, the pagan speech I made 
Amid the dreams of youth) let her come face to face, 
Amid that first astonishment, with Crania's shade, 

All but the terrors of the woodland flight forgot 
That made her Diarmuid dear, and some old cardinal 
Pacing with half-closed eyelids in a sunny spot 
Who had murmured of Giorgione at his latest breath— 
Aye, and Achilles, Timor, Babar, Barhaim, all 
Who have lived in joy and laughed into the face of 
Death* 

VII 

Her Friends bring her a Christmas Tree 

Pardon, great enemy, 

Without an angry thought 
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We’ve carried in our tree, 

And here and there have bought 
Till all the boughs are gay, 

And she may look from the bed 
On pretty things that may 
Please a fantastic head. 

Give her a little grace. 

What if a laughing eye 
Have looked into your face? 

It is about to die. 

EGO DOMINUS TUUS 

Hie. On the grey sand beside the shallow stream 
Under your old wind-beaten tower, where still 
A lamp burns on beside the open book 
That Michael Robartes left, you walk in the moon 
And thottgh you have passed the best of life still 
trace. 

Enthralled by the unconc|uerable delusion. 

Magical shapes. 

By the help of an image 
I call to my own opposite, summon alf 
That I have handled least, least looked upon. 

Hie. And I would find myself and not an image. 

Ille. That is our modern hope and by its light 
We have lit upon the gentle, sensitive mind 
And lost the old nonchalance of the hand; 

Whether we have chosen chisel, pen or brush. 

We are but critics, or but half create. 

Timid, entangled, empty and abashed. 

Lacking the countenance of our friends. 
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The chief iiTiagination of Christendom, 

Dante Alighieri, so utterly found himself 
That he has made that hollow face of his 
More plain to the mind’s eye than any face 
But that of Christ* 

And did he find himself 
Or was the hunger that had made it hollow 
A hunger for the apple on the bough 
Most out of reach? and is that spectral image 
The man that Lapo and that Guido knew? 

I think he fashioned from his opposite 
An image that might have been a stony face 
Staring upon a Bedouin's horse-hair roof 
From doored and 'vvindow’'ed cliff, or half upturned 
Among the coarse grass and the camel-dung. 

He set his chisel to the hardest stone. 

Being mocked by Guido for his lecherous life, 
Derided and deriding, driven out 
To climb that stair and eat that bitter bread, 

He found the unpersuadable justice, he found 
The most exalted lady loved by a man. 

Hie. Yet surely there are men who have made their art 
Out of no tragic war, lovers of life, 

Impulsive men that look for happiness 
And sing when they have found it. 

No, not sing, 

For those that love the world serve it in action, 
Grow rich, popular and full of influence, 

And should they paint or write, still it is action: 
The struggle of the fly in marmalade. 
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The rhetorician would deceive liis neighbours, 

The sentimentalist himself; while art 
Is but a vision of reality* 

What portion in the world can the artist have 
Who has awakened from the common dream 
But dissipation and despair? 

Hie. And yet 

No one denies to Keats love of the world; 
Remember his deliberate happiness* 

Ilk. His art is happy, but who knows his mind? 

I see a schoolboy when I think of liirn, 

With face and nose pressed to a sweet-shop window, 
For certainly he sank into his grave 
His senses and his heart unsatisfied, 

And made—being poor, ailing and ignorant, 

Shut out from all the luxury of the world, 

The coarse-bred son of a livery-stable keeper_ 

Luxuriant song* 

Hie. Why should you leave the lamp 

Burning alone beside an open book, 

And trace these characters upon the sands? 

A style is found by sedentary toil 
And by the imitation of great masters* 

Ilk. Because I seek an image, not a book* 

Those men that in their writings are most wise 
Own nothing but their blind, stupefied hearts* 

I call to the mysterious one who yet 

Shall walk the wet sands by the edge of the stream 

And look most like me, being indeed my dotible, 

And prove of all imaginable things 

The most unlike, being my anti-self, 
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And standing by these characters disclose 
All that I seek; and whisper it as though 
He were afraid the birds, who cry aloud 
Their momentary cries before it is dawn, 
Would carry it away to blasphemous men< 


A PRAYER ON GOING INTO MY HOUSE 

God grant a blessing on this tower and cottage 
And on my heirs, if all remain unspoiled, 

No table or chair or stool not simple enough 
For shepherd lads in Galilee; and grant 
That I myself for portions of the year 
May handle nothing and set eyes on nothing 
But what the great and passionate have used 
Throughout so many varying centuries 
We take it for the norm; yet should I dream 
Sinbad the sailor's brought a painted chest, 

Or image, from beyond the Loadstone Mountain, 
That dream is a norm; and should some limb of the 
devil 

Destroy the view by cutting down an ash 
That shades the road, or setting up a cottage 
Planned in a government office, shorten his life, 
Manacle his soul upon the Red Sea bottom* 


THE PHASES OF THE MOON 

An old man cocked lis ear upon a bridge; 

He and his friend^ their faces to the Souths 
Had trod the uneven road. Their boots were soiled^ 
Their Connemara cloth worn out of shape; 
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They had kept a steady pace as thouoh their beds, 
Despite a dwindling and late-risen nwon, 

Were distant still. An old man cocked his ear. 

Aherne. What made that sound? 

Rohartes. A rat or water-hen 

Splashed, or an otter slid into the stream. 

We are on the bridge; that shadow is tlic tower, 
And the light proves that he is reading still. 

He has found, afxer the manner of hi.'Tkind, 

Mere images; chosen this place lo live in 
Because, it may be, of the candle-light 
From the far tower where Milton’s Platonist 
Sat late, or Shelley’s visionary prince: 

The lonely light that Samuel Palmer engraved. 

An image of mysterious wisdom won by toil; 

And now he seeks iit book or manuscript 
What he shall never find. 

Aherne. Why should not you 

Who know it all ring at Iris door, and speak 
Just truth enough to show that his whole life 
Will scarcely find for him a broken crust 
Of all those truths that are your daily bread; 

And when you have spoken rake the roads again? 

Rohartes. He wrote of me in that extravagant style 
He had learnt from Pater, and to roui'id liis talc 
Said I was dead; and dead I choose to be. 

Aherne. Sing me the changes of the moon once more; 
True song, though speech: ‘mine author sung it me.’ 

Rohartes. Twenty-and-eight the phases of the moon. 
The full and the moon’s dark and all the crescents, 
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Twenty-and-eight, and yet but six-and-twenty 
The cradles that a man must needs be rocked in: 
For there's no human life at the full or the dark* 
From the first crescent to the half the dream 
But summons to adventure and the man 
Is always happy like a bird or a beast; 

But while the moon is rounding towards the full 
He follows whatever whim's most difficult 
Among whims not impossible, and though scarred, 
As with the cat-o'-nine-tails of the mind, 

His body moulded from within his body 
Grows comelier. Eleven pass, and then 
Athena takes Achilles by the hair, 

Hector is in the dust, Nietzsche is born, 

Because the heroes' crescent is the twelfth* 

And yet, twice born, twice buried, grow he must, 
Before the full moon, helpless as a worm. 

The thirteenth moon but sets the soul at war 
In its own being, and when that war's begun 
There is no muscle in the arm; and after, 

Under the frenzy of the fourteenth moon 
The soul begins to tremble into stillness, 

To die into the labyrinth of itself! 

Aherne, Sing out the song; sing to the end, and sing 
The strange reward of all that discipline. 

Rohartes. All thought becomes an image and the soul 
Becomes a body: that body and that soul 
Too perfect at the full to lie in a cradle, 

Too lonely for the traffic of the world: 

Body and soul cast out and cast away 
Beyond the visible world. 
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Aherne. All dreams of die soul 

End ill a beautiful man’s or woman’s body. 

Rohartes. Have you not always known it? 

The song will have it 
That those that we have loved got their long fingers 
From death, and wounds, or on Sinai’s top,* 

Or from some bloody whip in their own hands. 
They ran from cradle to cradle till at last 
Their beauty dropped out of the loneliness 
Of body and soul. 

Robartes. The lover’s heart knows that. 

Aherne. It must be that the terror in their eyes 
Is memory or foreknowledge of the hour 
When all is fed with light and lieaven is bare. 

Robartes. When the moon’s full those creatures of the 
full 

Are met on the waste hills by country men 
Who shudder and hurry by: body and soul 
Estranged amid the strangeness of themselves. 
Caught up in contemplation, the mind’s eye 
Fixed upon images that once were thought; 

For separate, perfect, and immovable 
Images can break the solitude 
Of lovely, satisfied, indifferent eyes. 

And thereupon with aged, high-pitched voice 
Aherne laughed, thinking oj the man within. 

His sleepless candle and laborious pen. 

Robartes. And after that the crumbling of the moon. 
The soul remembering its loneliness 


Shudders in many cradles; all is changed, 

It would be the world's servant, and as it serves, 
Choosing whatever task's most difficult 
Among tasks not impossible, it takes 
Upon the body and upon the soul 
The coarseness of the drudge* 

Aherne. Before the full 

It sought itself and afterwards the world* 

Rohartes. Because you are forgotten, half out of life, 
And never wrote a book, your thought is clear* 
Reformer, merchant, statesman, learned man, 
Dutiful husband, honest wife by turn, 

Cradle upon cradle, and all in flight and all 
Deformed because there is no deformity 
But saves us from a dream* 

Alerne. And what of those 

That the last servile crescent has set free? 

Robartes. Because all dark, like those that are all light, 
They are cast beyond the verge, and in a cloud, 
Crying to one another like the bats; 

And having no desire they cannot tell 
What's good or bad, or what it is to triumph 
At the perfection of one's own obedience; 

And yet they speak what's blown into the mind; 
Deformed beyond deformity, unformed, 

Insipid as the dough before it is baked, 

They change their bodies at a word* 

Aherne. And then? 

Rohartes. When all the dough has been so kneaded up 
That it can take what form cook Nature hncy, 

The first thin crescent is wheeled round once more* 
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Ahernc. But the escape; the song’s not finished yet. 

Rohartes. Hunchback and saint and fool are the last 

crescents* 

The burning how that once could shoot an arrow 
Out of the up and down, the w'agon-wheel 
Of beauty’s cruelty and wisdom’s’charter— 

Out of that raving tide—is drawn betwixt 
Deformity of body and of mind. 

Akrne. Were not our beds far off I’d ring the bell, 
Stand under the rough tool-rim hers of the hall ’ 
Beside the castle door, where all is stark 
Austerity, a place set out for wisdom 
That he will never find; I’d play a parr; 

He would never know me after all these years 
But take me for some drunken country man; 

I’d stand and mutter there until he caught 
Hunchback and saint and fool,’ and that they caine 
Under the three last crescents of the moon, 

And then I d stagger out. He’d crack his wits 
Day after day, yet never find the meanina. 

And then he laughed to think that what seemed hard 
Should he so siwple—a bat rose Jeotn the ha^ls 
And circled round him with its squeaky cry^ 

The light in the tower window was put out. 


THE CAT AND THE MOON 

The cat went here and tliei'e 

And the moon spun round like a top, 

And the nearest kin of the moon, 

The creeping cat, looked up, 
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Black Minnalotishe stared at the moon, 

For, wander and wail as he would, 

The pure cold light in the sky 
Troubled his animal blood, 

Minnaloushe runs in the grass 
Lifting his delicate feet. 

Do you dance, Minnaloushe, do you dance? 
When two close kindred meet, 

What better than call a dance? 

Maybe the moon may learn. 

Tired of that courtly fashion, 

A new dance turn, 

Minnaloushe creeps through the grass 
From moonlit place to place. 

The sacred moon overhead 
Has taken a new phase. 

Does Minnaloushe know that his pupils 
Will pass from change to change, 

And that from round to crescent, 

From crescent to round they range? 
Minnaloushe creeps through the grass 
Alone, important and wise, 

And lifts to the changing moon 
His changing eyes. 


THE SAINT AND THE HUNCHBACK 

Htmchbach Stand up and lift your hand and bless 
A man that finds great bitterness ■ 

In thinking of his lost renown, 

A Roman Caesar is held down 
Under this hump, 
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Saint, God tries each man 

According to a different plan. 

I shall not cease to bless because 
I lap about me with the taws 
That night and morning I map thrash 
Greek Alexander from mp flesh, 

Augustus Caesar, and after these 
That great rogue Alcibiades. 

Hunchback, To all that in pour flesh have stood 
And blessed, I give mp gratitude, 

Honoured bp all in their degrees, 

But most to Alcibiades. 


TWO SONGS OF A FOOL 
I 

A SPECKLED cat and a tame hare 
Eat at mp hearthstone 
And sleep there; 

And both look up to me alone 
For learning and defence 
As I look up to Providence. 

I start out of mp sleep to think 
Some dap I map forget 
Their food and drink; 

Or, the house door left unshut, 

The hare map run till it's found 

The horn's sweet note and the tooth of the hound. 

I bear a burden that might well trp 
Men that do all bp rule, 
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And what can I 

That am a wandering-witted fool 
But pray to God that He ease 
My great responsibilities? 

II 

I slept on my three-legged stool by the fire^ 

The speckled cat slept on my knee; 

We never thought to enquire 
Where the brown hare might be, 

And whether the door were shut. 

Who knows how she drank the wind 
Stretched up on two legs from the mat^ 

Before she had settled her mind 
To drum with her heel and to leap? 

Had I but awakened from sleep 
And called her name, she had heard, 

It may be, and had not stirred. 

That now, it may be, has found 

The horn^s sweet note and the tooth of the hound* 


ANOTHER SONG OF A FOOL 

This great purple butterfly, 

In the prison of my hands, 

Has a learning in his eye 
Not a poor fool understands* 

Once he lived a schoolmaster 
With a stark, denying look; 

A string of scholars went in fear 
Of his great birch and his great book* 


Like the clangouc of a bell, 

Sweet and harsh, harsh and sweet, 
That is how he learnt so well 
To take the roses for his meat. 


THE DOUBLE VISION OF MICHAEL ROBARTES 
I 

On the grey rock of Cashel the mind’s eye 
Has called up the cold spirits that are born 
When the old moon is vanished from the sky 
And the new still hides her horn. 

Under blank eyes and fingers never still 
The particular is pounded till it is man. 

When had I my own will? 

O not since life beeam 

Constrained, arraigned, baffled, bent and unbent 
By these wire-jointed jaws and limbs of wood. 
Themselves obedient, 

Knowing not evil and good; 

Obedient to some hidden magical breath. 

They do not even feel, so abstract are they, 

So dead beyond our death. 

Triumph that we obey. 


II 

On the grey rock of Cashel I suddenly saw 
A Sphinx with woman breast and lion paw, 
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A Buddha^ hand at rest, 

Hand lifted up that blest; 

And right between these two a girl at plap 
That, it map be, had danced her life awav. 
For now being dead it seemed 
That she of dancing dreamed* 


Although I saw it all in the mind^s epe 
There can be nothing solider till I die; 

I saw bp the moon's light 
Now at its fifteenth night. 

One lashed her tail; her epes lit bp the moon 
Gazed upon all things known, all'things unknown, 
In triumph of intellect 
With motionless head erect. 

That other's moonlit epeballs never moved, 

Being fixed on all things loved, all things unloved, 
Yet little peace he had, 

For those that love are sad. 


O little did thep care who danced beuveen, 
And little she bp whom her dance was seen 
So she had outdanced thought. 

Tt 1 r * i ^ 

Bodp perfection brought. 

For what but epe and ear silence the mind 
With the minute particulars of mankind? 
Mind moved pet seemed to stop 
As 'twere a spinning-top. 
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In contemplation had those three so wrought 
Upon a moment, and so stretched it out 
That they, time overthrown. 

Were dead yet flesh and bone* 

III 

I knew that I had seen, had seen at last 
That girl my iinremembering nights hold fast 
Or else my dreams that fly 
If I should rub an eye. 

And yet in flying fling into my meat 
A crazy juice that makes the pulses beat 
As though I had been undone 
By Homer's Paragon 

Who never gave the burning town a thought; 
To such a pitch of folly I am brought, 

Being caught between the pull 
Of the dark moon and the full, 

The commonness of thouglit and images 
That have the frenzy of our western seas. 
Thereon I made my moan, 

And after kissed a stone, 

And after that arranged it in a song 
Seeing that I, ignorant for so long, 

Had been rewarded thus 
In Cormac's ruined house* 
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MICHAEL ROBARTES AND THE DANCER 

He. Opinion is not worth a rush; 

In this altar-piece the knight, 

Who grips his long spear so to push 
That dragon through the fading light, 

Loved the lady; and it's plain 

The half-dead dragon was her thought, 

That every morning rose again 

And dug its claws and shrieked and fought. 

Could the impossible come to pass 

She would have time to turn her eyes, 

Her lover thought, upon the glass 
And on the instant would grow wise. 

She. You mean they argued. 

He. Put it so; 

But bear in mind your lover's wage 
Is what your looking-glass can show, 

And that he will turn green with rage 
At all that is not pictured there. 

She. May I not put myself to college? 

He. Go pluck Athena by the hair; 

For what mere book can grant a knowledge 
With an impassioned gravity 
Appropriate to that beating breast, 

That vigorous thigh, that dreaming eye? 

And may the devil take the rest* 


she. And must no beautiful woman be 
Learned like a man? 

He, Paul Veronese 

And all his sacred company 
Imagined bodies all their days 
By die lagoon you love so much, 

For proud, soft, ceremonious proof 
That all must come to sight and touch; 
While Michael Angelo's Sistine roof, 

His ^Morning' and his ^Night' clisclosc 
How sinew that has been pulled tight, 

Or it may be loosened in repose, 

Can rule by supernatural right 
Yet be but sinew* 

She, I have heard said 

There is great danger in the body* 

He, Did God in portioning wine and bread 
Give man Flis thought or hi is mere body? 

She, My wretched dragon is perplexed. 

He, I have principles to prove me right* 

It follows from this Latin text 
That blest souls are not composite, 

And that all beatitilul women may 
Live in uncomposite blessedness, 

And lead us to the like—if they 
Will banish every thought, unless 
The lineaments that please their view 
When the long looking-glass is full, 

Even from the foot-sole think it too* 

She^ They say such different things at school* 
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SOLOMON AND THE WITCH 

And thus declared that Arab lady; 

Last night, where under the wild moon 
On grassy mattress I had laid me, 

Within my arms great Solomon, 

I suddenly cried out in a strange tongue 
Not his, not mined 

Who understood 
Whatever has been said, sighed, sung. 

Howled, miau-d, barked, brayed, beUed, veiled, cried 
crowed, 

Thereon replied: 'A cockerel 
Crew from a blossoming apple bough 
Three hundred years before the Fall, 

And never crew again till now, 

And would not now but that he thought, 

Chance being at one wdth Choice at last, 

All that the brigand apple brought 
And this foul world were dead at last. 

He that crowed out eternity 
Thought to have crowed it in again. 

For though love has a spider’s eye 
To find out some appropriate pain— 

Aye, though all passion’s in the glance— 

For every nerve, and tests a lover 
With cruelties of Choice and Chance; 

And when at last that murder’s over 
Maybe the bride-bed brings despair, 

For each an imagined image brings 
And finds a real image there; 

Yet the world ends when these two things, 
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Though several, are a single light, 

When oil and wick are burned in one; 
Therefore a blessed moon last night 
Gave Sheba to her Solomon/ 

Wet the worki stays/ 

df that be so, 

Your cockerel found us in the wrong 
Although he thought it worth a crow* 
Maybe an image is too strong 
Or maybe is not strong enough/ 

'The night has hillen; not a sound 
In the forbidden sacred grove 
Unless a petal hit the ground, 

Nor any human sight within it 

But the crushed grass where we have Iain; 

And the moon is wilder every minute, 

O! Solomon! let us try again/ 


AN IMAGE FROM A PAST LIFE 

He, Never until this night have I been stirred. 
The elaborate star-light throws a reflection 
On the dark stream, 

Till all the eddies gleam; 

And thereupon there comes that scream 
From terrified, invisible beast or bird: 

Image of poignant recollection. 

She, An image of my heart that is smicten through 
Out of all likelihood, or reason, 

And when at last, 

Youth's bitterness being past, 


I had thought that all my days were cast 
Amid most lovely places; smitten as though 
It had not learned its lesson. 

He. Why have you laid your hands upon my eyes? 
What can have suddenly alarmed you 
Whereon 'twere best 
My eyes should never rest? 

What is there but the slowly fading west, 

The river imaging the flashing skies, 

All that to this moment charmed you? 

She. A sweetheart from another life floats there 
As though she had been forced to linger 
From vague distress 
Or arrogant loveliness, 

Merely to loosen out a tress 
Among the starr}^ eddies of her hair 
Upon the paleness of a finger. 

He. But why should you grow suddenly afraid 
And start—I at your shoulder— 

Imagining 

That any night could bring 

An image up, or anything 

Even to eyes that beauty had driven mad, 

But images to make me fonder? 

She. Now she has thrown her arms above her head; 
Whether she threw them up to flout me, 

Or but to find, 

Now that no fingers bind, 

That her hair streams upon the wind, 

I do not know, that know I am afraid 
Of the hovering thing night brought me 


UNDER SATURN 


Do not because tliis day I have grown saturnine 
Imagine tliat lost love, inseparable from my thought 
Because I have no other youth, can make me pine; 

For how should I forget the wisdom that you brought 
The comfort that you made? Although my wits have gone 
On a fantastic ride, my horse's flanks arc spurred 
By childish memories of an old cross Pollexfen, 

And of a Middleton, whose name you never heard, 
And of a red-haired Yeats whose looks, although he died 
Before my time, seem like a vivid memory* 

You heard that labouring man who had served my 
people* He said 

Upon the open road, near to the Sligo quay— 

No, no, not said, but cried it out—'You have come 
again. 

And surely after twenty years it was time to come*' 

I am thinking of a child's vow sworn in vain 
Never to leave that valley his fathers called their home. 
Novetnher 1919 


EASTER, 1916 

I HAVE met them at close of day 
Coming with vivid hices 
From counter or desk among grey 
Eighteenth-century houses. 

I have passed with a nod of the head 
Or polite meaningless words, 

Or have lingered, awhile and said 
Polite meaningless words, 
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And thought before I had done 
Of a mocking tale or a gibe 
To please a companion 
Around the fire at the club, 

Being certain that they and I 
But lived where motlep is worn: 

All changed, changed utterly: 

A terrible beauty is born. 

That woman^s days were spent 
In ignorant good-will, 

Her nights in argument 
Until her voice grew shrill. 

What voice more sweet than hers 
When, young and beautiful, 

She rode to harriers? 

This man had kept a school 
And rode our wingM horse; 

This other his helper and friend 
Was coming into his force; 

He might have won fame in the end, 
So sensitive his nature seemed, 

So daring and sweet his thought. 

This other man I had dreamed 
A drunken, vainglorious lout* 

He had done most bitter wrong 
To some who are near my heart. 

Yet I number him in the song; 

He, too, has resigned his part 
In the casual comedy; 

He, too, has been changed in his turn, 
Transformed utterly: 

A terrible beauty is born. 
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Hearts with one purpose alone 
Through summer and winter seem 
Enchanted to a stone 
To trouble the living stream* 

The horse that comes from the road, 
The rider, the birds that range 
From cloud to tumbling cloud, 
Minute by minute they change; 

A shadow of cloud on tlie stream 
Changes minute by niinute; 

A horse-hoof slides on the brim, 

And a horse plashes within it; 

The long-legged moor-hens dive, 

And hens to moor-cocks call; 

Minute by minute they live: 

The stone's in the midst of alL 

Too long a sacrifice 

Can make a stone of the lieart. 

O when may it sulfice? 

That is Fleaven’s pai:t, om: part 
To murmur name upon name, 

As a mother names her cliilcl 
When sleep at last has come 
On limbs that had run wild* 

What is it but nightfiill? 

No, no, not night but death; 

Was it needless death after all? 

For England may keep foicli 
For all that is clone and said* 

We know their dream; enough 
To know they dreamed and are dead 
And what if excess of love 


Bewildered them till they died? 
I write it out in a verse— 
MacDonagh and MacBride 
And Connolly and Pearse 
Now and in rime to be, 
Wherever green is worn, 

Are changed, changed utterly: 

A terrible beauty is born. 
Stytemkr 2 ^, ic)i6 


SIXTEEN DEAD MEN 

O BUT we taiked at large before 
rlie sixteen men were shot, 

But who can talk of give and take. 

What should be and what not 

W' hile chose dead men are loitering there 

To stir the boiling pot? 

You say that we should still the land 
Till Germany’s overcome; 

But who is there to argue that 
Now Pearse is deaf and dumb? 

And is their logic to outweigh 
MacDonagh’s bony thumb? 

How could you dream they’d listen 
That have an ear alone 
For those new comrades they have found. 
Lord Edward and "W^olfe Tone, 

Or meddle with our give and take 
Th.at converse bone to bone? 




THE ROSE TREE 


WORDS are lightly spoken/ 

Said Pearse to Connolly, 

'Maybe a breath of politic words 
Has withered our Rose Tree; 

Or maybe but a wind that blows 
Across the bitter sea/ 

'It needs to be but watered/ 

James Connolly replied, 

'To make the green come out again 
And spread on every side, 

And shake the blossom from the bud 
To be the garden^s pride/ 

'But where can we draw water,* 

Said Pearse to Connolly, 

'When all the wells are parched away? 
O plain as plain can be 
There's nothing but our own red blood 
Can make a right Rose Tree/ 


ON A POLITICAL PRISONER 

She that but little patience knew, 
From childhood on, had now so much 
A grey gull lost its fear and flew 
Down to her cell and there alit, 

And there endured her fingers’ touch 
And from her fingers ate its bit* 
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y Did she in touching that lone wina 

Recall the years before her mind ° 
Became a bitter, an abstract thin<i, 

Her thought some popular e,nmit7: 

; Blind and leader of the blind 

Drinking the foul ditch where they lie? 

When long ago I saw her ride 
Under Ben Bulben to the meet, 

The beauty of her country-side 
\Wth all youth s lonely wildness stirred 
j She seemed to have grown clean and sweet 

j Like any rock-bred, sea-borne bird: 

Sea-borne, or balanced on the air 
When first it sprang out of the nest 
^ ^ Upon some lofty rock to stare 

Upon the cloudy canopy, 

While under its storm-beaten breast 
Cried out the hollows of the sea. 


THE LEADERS OF THE CROWD 

They must to keep their certainty accuse 
All that are different of a base intent; 

Puff down established honour; hawk for news 

Whatever their loose phantasy invent 

And murmur it with bated breath, as though 

The abounding gutter had been Helicon 

Or calumny a song. How can they know 

Truth flourishes where the student’s lamp has shone, 
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And there alone, that have no solitude? 

So the crowd come tliey care not wliat may come. 
They have loud music, hope every day rentavecl 
And heartier loves; that lamp is Irom the tomb. 


TOWARDS BREAK OF DAY 

Was it the double of my dream 
Tlie woman tliat by me lay 
Dreameci, or did we lialve a dream 
Under the lirst cold gleam of day? 

I thought: ^There is a waterfall 

Upon Ben Bulben side 

That all my childhood counted dear; 

Were I to travel far and wide 
I could not find a thing so dear/ 

My memories had magnilied 
So many times childish delight. 

I would have toadied it like a child 

But knew my finger could but have touched 

Cold stone and water. I grew wild 

Even accusing; Eleaven because 

It had set down among its laws: 

Nothing that we love over-much 
Is ponderable to our toucli. 

I dreamed towards break of day, 

The cold blown spray in my nostrih 
But she that beside me lay 
Had watched in bitterer sleep 
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The man-ellous stag of Arthur 

1 nat lorty' white stag, leap 
From mountain steep to steep. 


DEMON AND BEAST 

For certain minutes at the least 
That crafty demon and that loud beast 
That plague me day and night 
Ran out of my siaht; 

Though I had long perned in the grTe, 
Between my hatred and desire, 

I saw my freedom won 
And ail laugh in the sun. 

The glittering eyes in a death's head 
Of old Luke Wadding's portrait said 
Welcome, and the Ormondes all 
Nodded upon the wall, 

And even Strafford smiled as chough 
It made him happier to know 
I understood his plan. 

Now that the loud beast ran 
There was no portrait in the Galleirv 
Beckoned to sweet company. 

For all men's thoughts grew clear 
Being dear as mine are dear. 

But soon a tear-drop started up. 

For aimless joy had made me stop 
Beside the little lake 
To watch a white gull take 
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Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold; 

Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world, 

The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everjnvhere 
The ceremony of innocence is drowned; 

The best lack all conviction, while the worst 
Are full of passionate intensity. 

Surely some revelation is at hand; 

Stirely the Second Coming is at hand. 

The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out 
When a vast image out of Spiritus Mtmdi 
Troubles my sight: somewhere in sands of the desert 
A shape with lion body and the head of a man, 

A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun, 

Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it 
Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds. 

The darkness drops again; but now I know 
That twenty centuries of stony sleep 
Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle, 

And what rough beast, its hour come round at last, 
Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born? 


A PRAYER FOR MY DAUGHTER 

Once more the storm is howling, and half hid 
Under this cradle-hood and coverlid 
My child sleeps on. There is no obstacle 
But Gregory’s wood and one bare hill 
Whereby the haystack- and roof-levelling wind. 
Bred on the Atlantic, can be stayed; 

And for an hour I have walked and prayed 
Because of the great gloom that is in my mind. 
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I htivc wnlkcd n.ncl pinycd for tins yotin*^ child nn 
And heard the sea-wind scream upon the tower, 
And under the arches of the bridge, and scream’ 
In the elms above the flooded stream; 

Imagining in excited reverie 
That the future years had come. 

Dancing to a freir/ied drum. 

Out of the murderous innocence of the sea, 

fvlay she be granted beauty and yet not 
Beauty to niake a stranger’s eye distrauglit, 

Or hers before a looking-glass, for sucly 
Being made beautiful oWmauch, 

Consider beauty a sufficient end. 

Lose natural kindness and maybe 

The heart-revealing intimacy 

That chooses riglit, and never find a friend. 

Helen being chosen found life flat and dull 
And later had much trouble from a fool. 

While that great Queen, that rose our of the spray 
Being fatherless could have her way ^ ' 

Yet chose a bandy-legged smirb for man. 

It s certain that fine women eat 
A crazy salad with their meat 
Whereby the Horn of Plenty is undone. 

In courtesy I’d have her chiefly learned; 

Hearts are not had as a gift bur hearts are earned 
By those that are not entirely beautiful; 

Yet many, that have played the fool 

For beauty’s very self, has charm made wise. 

And many a poor man that has roved. 


Loved and thought himself beloved, 

From a glad kindness cannot take his eyes* 

May she become a flourishing hidden tree 
That all her thoughts may like the linnet be, 
And have no business but dispensing round 
Their magnanimities of sound, 

Nor but in merriment begin a chase, 

Nor but in merriment a quarrel. 

O may she live like some green laurel 
Rooted in one dear perpetual place. 

My mind, because the minds that I have loved, 
The sort of beauty that I have approved, 
Prosper but little, has dried up of late, ' 

Yet knows that to be choked with hate 
May w^ell be of all evil chances chief. 

If there^s no hatred in a mind 
Assault and batterv^ of the wind 
Can never tear the linnet from the leaf. 


An intellectual hatred is the worst, 

So let her think opinions are accursed. 

Have I not seen the loveliest womm born 

Out of the mouth of Plenty^s horn, 

Because of her opinionated mind 

Barter that horn and every good 

By quiet natures understood 

For an old bellows full of angry wind? 


Considering that, all hatred driven hence, 
The soul recovers radical innocence 
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And learns at last tliat it is self-delightiiia, 
Self-appeasing, sell:-afffightin.g, 

And that its own sweet will is Heaven's will; 
She can, though every htce should scowl 
And every windy quarter howl 
Or every bellows burst, be happy stilL 

And may her bridegroom bring her to a liouse 
Where albs accustomed,, ceremonious; 

For arrogance and hatred are the wares 
Peddled in the thoroughfares» 

How but in custom and in ceremony 
Are innocence and beauty born? 

Ceremony's a name for the ricli horn, 

And custom for the spreading laurel tree. 

June 1919 

A MEDITATION IN TIME OF WAR 

For one tlirob of the artery, 

While on that old grey stone 1 sat 
Under the old wind-1,iroken tree, 

I knew that One is animate, 

Mankind inanimate pliantasy. 


TO BE CARVED ON A STONE AT THOOR BALLYLEE 

I, THE poet William Yeats, 

With old mill boards and sea-green slates, 

And smithy work from tlie Gort forge, 
Restored this tower for my wife C.ieorgc; 

And. may these characters I’emain 
When all is ruin once again. 
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THE TOWER 


SAILING TO BYZANTIUM 
I 

That is no comury for old men. The youna 
In one another's arms, birds in the tre4, ^ 
—Those dying generations—at their son^^ 

The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas, 
Fish, flesh, or fowd, comniend ail summer Iona 
Whatever is begotten, born, and dies. 

Caught in that sensual music all neglect 
Monuments of unageing intellect, 

II 

An aged mian is but a paltry thing, 

A tattered coat upon a stick, unless 

Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing 

For every tatter in its mortal dress, 

Nor is there singing school but studyina 
Monuments of its own magnificence; 

And therefore I have sailed the seas and come 
To the holy city of Byzantium. 

Ill 

O sages standing in God's holy fire 
As in the gold mosaic of a tvall, 

Come from tne holy fire, perne in a gitre, 

And be the singing-masters of my soul. 
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Consume my heart away; sick with desire 
And histened to a dying animal 
It knows not what it is; and gather me 
Into the artifice of eternity, 

IV 

Once out ot nature I shall nevei: take 
My bodily form from any natural thing, 

But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make 
Of hammered gold and gold enamelling 
To keep a drowsy Hniperor awake; 

Or set upon a golden bougli to sing 
To lords and ladies ot Byzantium 
Of what is past, or passing, or to come. 
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THE TOWER 
I 

What shall I do with this absurdity— 

O heart, O troubled heart—this caricature, 

Decrepit age that has been tied to me 
As to a dog's rail? 

Never had I more 
Excited, passionate, fantastical 
Imagination, nor an ear and eye 
That more expected the impossible— 

No, not in boyhood when with rod and fly, 

Or the humbler worm, I climbed Ben Bulben's back 
And had the livelong summer day to spend. 

It seems that I must bid the Muse go pack, 

Choose Plato and Plotinus for a friend 
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Until imagination, ear and eje, 

Can be content with argument and deal 
In abstract things; or be derided by 
A sort of battered kettle at the heel. 


II 

I pace upon the battlements and stare 

On the foundations of a house, or where 

Tree, like a soot)^ finger, starts from the earth; 

And send imagination forth 

Under the day s declining beam., and call 

Images and memories 

From ruin or from ancient trees, 

For I would ask a question of them all.. 

Beyond that ridge lived Mrs. French, and once 
When every silver candlestick or sconce 
Lit up^ the dark mahogany and the wine, 

A serving-man, that could divine 
That most respected lady^s eveiy^ wish, 

Ran and. with the garden shears 

Clipped an insolent farmer's ears 

And brought them in a little covered dish. 

Some few remembered still when I was young 
A peasant girl commended by a song, 

Who'd lived somewhere upon that rocky place, 
And praised the colour of her face, 

And had the greater joy in praising her. 
Remembering that, if walked she there, 
Farmers jostled at the fair 
So great a glory did the song confer. 
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And certain men, being maddened by those rhymes, 
Or else by toasting her a score of times, 

Rose from the table and declared it right 
To test their fancy by their sight; 

But they mistook the brightness of the moon 
For die prosaic light of day— 

Music had driven their wits astray— 

And one was drowned in the great bog of Cloone, 

Strange, but the man who made the song was blind; 
Yet, now I have considered it, I find 
That nothing strange; the tragedy began 
With Homer that was a blind man, 

And Flelen has all living hearts betrayed* 

O may the moon and sunliglit seem 
One inextricable beam, 

For if I triumph I must m,ake men mad* 

And I myself created Hanralian 

And drove him drunk or sober through the dawn 

From somewhere in the neiglibouring cottages* 

Caught by an old man’s juggleries 

He stumbled, tumbled, fumbled to and fro 

And had but broken knees for hire 

And horrible splendour of desire; 

I thought it all out twenty years ago: 

Good fellows shuffled cards in an old bawn; 

And when that ancient ruffian’s turn was on 
He so bewitched the cards under his thumb 
That all but the one card became 
A pack of hounds and not a pack of cards, 

And that he changed into a hare* 


Hanrahan rose in frenzy there 

And followed up chose baying creatures towards_ 

O towards I have forgotten what—enough' 

I must recall a man that neither love 
Nor music nor an enemy’s clipped ear 
Could, he was so harried, cheer; 

A figure that has grown so fabulous 
There’s not a neighbour left to say 
When he finished his dog’s day: 

An ancient bankrupt master of this house. 

Before that ruin came, for centuries. 

Rough men-at-arms, cross-gartered to the knees 
Or shod in iron, climbed the narrow stairs. 

And certain men-at-arms there were 
Whose images, in the Great Memor)^ stored, 

Come with loud crv^ and panting breast 

To break upon a sleeper’s rest 

While their great wooden dice beat on the board. 

As I would question all, come all who can; 

Come old, necessitous, half-mounted man; 

And bring beauty s blind rambling celebrant; 

The red man the juggler sent 

Through God-forsaken meadows; Mrs. French, 

Gifted with so fine an ear; 

The man drowned in a bog’s mire, 

W''hen mocking muses chose the country wench. 

Did all old men and women, rich and poor. 

Who trod upon these rocks or passed this door, 
W’hether in public or in secret rage 
As I do now against old age? 
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But I have found an answer in those eyes 
That are impatient to be gone; 

Go therefore; but leave Hanrahan, 

For I need all his mighty menrories. 

Old lecher with a love on every wind, 

Bring up out of that deep considering mind 
All that you have discovered in the grave, 
For it is certain that you have 
Reckoned up every unforeknown, unseeing 
Plunge, lured by a softening eye, 

Or by a touch or a sigh. 

Into the labyrinth of another’s being; 

Does the imagination dwell the most 
Upon a woman won or woman lost? 

If on the lost, admit you turned aside 
From a great labyrinth out of pride. 
Cowardice, some silly ovei:-subtIc tliought 
Or anything called conscience once; 

And that if memory recur, the sun’s 
Under eclipse and the day blotted out. 


Ill 

It is time that I wrote my will; 
I choose upstanding men 
That climb the streams until 
The fountain leap, and at dawn 
Drop their cast at the side 
Of dripping stone; I declare 
They shall inherit my pride, 
The pride of people that were 


Bound neither to Cause nor to State, 
Neither to slaves that were spat on, 
Nor to the tyrants that spat, 

The people of Burke and of Grattan 
That gave, though free to refuse— 
Pride, like that of the morn. 

When the headlong light is loose, 

Or that of the fabulous horn, 

Or that of the sudden shower 
When all streams are dry., 

Or that of the hour 

When the swan must fix his eye 

Upon a fading gleam, 

Float out upon a long 
Last reach of glittering stream 
And there sing his last song. 

And I declare my faith: 

I mock Plotinus' thought 
And crj.^ in Plato's teeth, 

Death and life were not 
Till man made up the whole. 

Made lock, stock and barrel 
Out of his bitter soul, 

Aye, sun and moon and star, all, 

And further add to that 
That, being dead, we rise, 

Dream and so create 
Translunar Paradise. 

I have prepared my peace 
With learned Italian things 
And the proud stones of Greece, 

Poet's imagininas 

O O 

And memories of love, 
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Memories of the words of women, 
All those things wliereof 
Man makes a superhuman 
Mirror-resembling dream, 

O 

As at the loophole there 
The daws chatter and scream. 

And drop twigs layer upon layer. 
When they have mounted up, 

The mother bird will rest’ 

On their hollow top, 

And so warm her wild nest. 

I leave both faith and pride 
To young upstanding men 
Climbing the mountain side, 

That under bursting dawn 
They may drop a fly; 

Being of that metal made 
Till it was broken by 
This sedentary trade. 

Now shall I make my soul. 
Compelling it to study 
In a learned school 
Till the wreck of body, 

Slow decay of blood, 

Testy delirium 
Or dull decrepitude, 

Or what worse evil come— 

The death of friends, or death 

Of every brilliant eye 

That made a catch in the breath— 
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Seem but the clouds of the sk^ 

When the horizon fades; 

Or a bird’s sleepy cry 
Among the deepening shades. 

1926 

meditations in tlme of ci\tl war 

I 

Ancestral Houses 

Surely among a rich man's flowering lav/iis, 

Amid the rustle of his planted hills, ^ 

Life overflows without ambitious pains; 

And rains down life until the basin spills, 

And mounts more dizzp high the more it rains 
As though to choose whatever shape it wills 
And never stoop to a mechanical 
Or servile shape, at others' beck and call 

Mere dreams, mere dreams! Yet Homer had not suna 
Had he not found it certain bepond dreams 
That out of life's own self-delight had sprung 
The abounding glittering jet; though now it seems 
As if some marvellous empty sea-shell flung 
Out of the obscure dark of the rich stre.ams, 

And not a fountain, were the symbol which 
Shadows the inherited glor].’^ of the rich. 

Some violent bitter man, some powerful man 
Called architect and artist in, that they, 

Bitter and violent men, might rear in stone 
The sweetness that all longed for night and day, 

The gentleness none there had ever biown; 

But when the master's buried mice can play, 
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And maybe the great-grandson of that house, 
For all its bronze and marble, ’s but a mouse. 

O what if gardens where the peacock strays 
With delicate feet upon old terraces, 

Or else all Juno from an urn displays 
Before the indiflerent garden deities; 

O what if levelled lawns and gravelled ways 
Where slippered Contemplation finds his ease 
And Childhood a delight for every sense. 

But take our greatness with our violence? 

What if the glory of escutcheoned doors. 

And buildings that a haughtier age designed. 
The pacing to and fro on polished floors 
Amid great chambers and long galleries, lined 
With famous portraits of our ancestors; 

What if those things the greatest of mankind 
Consider most to magnify, or to bless. 

But take our greatness with our bitterness? 

11 

My House 

An ancient bridge, and a more ancient tower, 
A farmhouse that is sheltered by its wall, 

An acre of stony ground, 

Where the symbolic rose can break in flower, 
Old ragged elms, old thorns inniimerable, 
The sound of the rain or sound 
Of every wind that blows; 

The stilted water-hen 
Crossing stream again 
Scared by the splashing of a dozen cows; 
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A winding stair, a chamber arched with stone, 

A grey stone fireplace with an open hearth, 

A candle and written page. 

Il Fenserosos Platonist toiled on 
In some like chamber, shadowing forth 
How the daemonic rage 
Imagined everything. 

Benighted travellers 

From markets and from fairs 

Have seen his midnight candle glimmering. 

Two men have founded here, A man-at-arms 
Gathered a score of horse and spent his days 
In this tumultuous spot, 

Where through long wars and sudden night alarms 
His dwindling score and he seemed castaways 
Forgetting and forgot; 

And I, that after me 
My bodily heirs may find. 

To exalt a lonely mind, 

Befitting emblems of adversity. 


Ill 

My Table 

Two heavy trestles, and a board 
Where Sato s gift, a changeless sword, 
By pen and paper lies, 

That it may moralise 

My days out of their aimlessness. 

A bit of an embroidered dress 
Covers its wooden sheath. 

Chaucer had not drawn breath 



When it was forged. In Sato's house, 

Curved like new moon, inoon-ltinrinoiiSj 
It lay fi,ve liundred yea.i:s. 

Yet if no change appea.rs 
No moon; only an aching lieart 
Conceives a changeless work of art. 

Our learned men have urged 
That when and where h:was ;l:orgecl 
A marvellous accomplishment, 

In painting or in pottery, went 

From fathei: unto son 

And throtigh the centuries ran 

And seemed unchanging like tlie sword* 

SouFs beauty being most adored, 

Men and their business took 
The sours unchancTino; look; 

For the most ricdi inlieritor, 

Knowing that none could pass Fleaven's door 
That loved inferior art, 

Had such an aching heart 

That he, although a country's talk 

For silken clothes and stately walk, 

Flad waking wits; it seemed 
Juno's peacock screamed. 


IV 

My Descendants 

Having inherited a vigorous mind 
From my old fathers, I must nourish dreams 
And leave a woman and a man behind 
As vigorous of mind, and yet it seems 
Life scarce can cast a fragrance on the wind, 
2z8 


Scarce spread a glory to the morning beams, 

But the torn petals strew the garden plot,* 

And there s but common greenness after that* 

And what if my descendants lose the flower 
Through natural declension of the soul, 

Through too much business with the passing hour, 
Through too much play, or marriage with a'fool? ' 
May this laborious stair and this stark tower 
Become a roofless ruin that the owl 
May build in the cracked masonry and cry 
Her desolation to the desolate sky. 


The Primum Mobile that fashioned us 
Has made the very owls in circles move; 

And I, that count myself most prosperous, 

Seeing that love and friendship .are enoucrh, 

For an old neighbour's friendship chose the house 
And decked and altered it for a girl's love, 

And know whatever flourish and decline 
These stones remain their monument and mine* 


V 

The Road at My Door 

An affable Irregular, 

A heavily-built Falstaffian man, 
Comes cracking jokes of civil war 
As though to die by gunshot were 
The finest'play under the sun. 

A brown Lieutenant and his men, 
Half dressed in national uniform, 



Stand at my door, and I complain 
Of the foul weather, hail and tain, 

A pear tree broken by the storm. 

I count tliose feathered balls of soot 
The moor-hen guides upon tlie stream, 
To silence the envy in my thought; 
And turn towards my cliamber, caught 
In the cold snows of a dream. 


VI 

The Stare s Nest by My Window 

The bees build in the crevices 
Of loosening masonry, and there 
The mother birds bring griilxs and flies. 

My wall is loosening; honey-bees, 

Come build in the empty liouse of the stare. 

We are closed in, and tlie key is turned 
On our uncertainty; somewhere 
A man is killed, or a house burned, 

Yet no clear fact to be discerned: 

Come build in the empty house of the stare. 

A barricade of stone or of wood; 

Some fourteen days of civil war; 

Last night they trundled down the road 
That dead young soldier in his blood: 

Come build in the empty house of the stare. 

We had fed the heart on fantasies, 

The heart’s grown brutal from tlie hire; 
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More substance in our enmities 
Xban in our lovej O honey-bees^ 

Come build in the empty house of the stare* 


VII 

I see Phantoms of Hatred and of the Hearfs 
Fullness and of the Coming Emptiness 

I climb to the tower-top and lean upon broken stone, 
A mist that is like blown snow is sweeping over all, 
Valley, river, and elms, under the light i moon ' 
That seems unlike itself, that seems unchangeable, 

A glittering sword out of the east. A puff of wind 
And those white glimmering fragments of the mist 
sweep by. 

Frenzies bewilder, reveries perturb the mind; 
Monstrous familiar images swim to the minTs eye* 

^Vengeance upon the murderers,' the cry goes up, 
Vengeance for Jacques Molay/ In cloud-pale rags, or 
in lace, 

The rage-driven, rage-tormented, and rage-hungry troop, 
Trooper belabouring trooper, biting at arm or at face, 
Plunges towards nothing, arms and fingers spreading 
wide 

For the embrace of nothing; and I, my wits astray 
Because of all that senseless tumult, all but cried 
For vengeance on the murderers of Jacques Molay* 

Their legs long, delicate and slender, aquamarine their 
eyes, 

Magical unicorns bear ladies on their backs. 

The ladies close their musing eyes. No prophecies, 
Remembered out of Babylonian almanacs, 



Have closed the ladies’ eyes, their minds are but a pool 
Where even longing drowns under its own excess' 
Idothing hut stillness can remain when hearts are'fuU 
Of their own sweetness, bodies of their loveliness. 

The cloud-pale unicorns, the eyes of aquamarine. 

The quivering half-closed eyelids, the rags of cloud or 
of lace, 

Or eyes that rage has brightened, ai'ins it has made lean 
Give place to an indiU’erent multitude, give place ' 
To brazen hawks. Nor self-delighting reverie. 

Nor hate of what ’s to come, nor pity for what’s gone, 
Nothing but grip of claw, and tlie eye’s complacency’, 
The innumerable clanging wings that have put out the 
moon. 


I turn away and shut the door, and on the stair 
Wonder how many times I cotild have proved my 
worth 

In something that all others understand or share; 

But O! ambitious heart, had such a proof drawn forth 
A company of friends, a conscience set at ease, 

It had but made us pine the more. The abstract joy, 
The half-read wisdom of daemonic images. 

Suffice the ageing man as once the gi'owing boy. 
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NINETEEN HUNDRED AND NINETEEN 
I 

Many ingenious lovely things arc gone 
That seemed sheer miracle to t he nuilritude, 
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Protected from the circle of the moon 
That pitches common thixigs about. There stood 
Amid the ornamental bronze and stone 
An ancient image made of olive wood— 

And gone are Phidias’ famous ivories 
And all the golden grasshoppers and bees. 

We too had many pretty toys when young; 

A law indifferent to blame or praise/ 

To bribe or threat; habits that made old wrong 
Melt down, as it were wax in the sun’s rays; ^ 
Public opinion ripening for so long 
We thought it would outlive all future days. 

O what fine thought we had because we thought 
That the worst rogues and rascals had died out. 

All teeth were drawn, all ancient tricks unlearned, 
And a great army but a showy thing; 

What matter that no cannon *had been turned 
Into a ploughshare? Parliament and king 
Thought that unless a little powder burned 
The trumpeters might burst with trumpeting 
And yet it lack all glory; and perchance 
The guardsmen’s drowsy chargers would not prance. 

Now days are dragon-ridden, the nighmiare 
Rides upon sleep: a drunken soldiery 
Can leave the mother, murdered at her door, 

To crawl in her owm blood, and go scot-free; 

The night can sweat with terror as before 
We pieced our thoughts into philosophy, 

And planned to bring the world under a rule, 

Who are but weasels fighting in a hole. 




He who can rcad the signs nor sink unmanned 
Into the hnlf-dcceit of some intoxicant 
From shallow wits; who knows no M'ork can stanrl 
Whether health, wealth or peace of mind were spent 
On master-work ol: intellect or hand, ^ 

No honoui: leave its miglvty monument. 

Has but one comfort left: all triumph would 
But break upon his ghostly solitude. 

But is there any comfort to he found? 

Man is in love and loves wliar vanishes, 

What more is there ro say? Tliat country round 
None dared admit, if such a thought were his. 
Incendiary or bigot could be found 
To burn that stump on die Acropolis, 

Or break in bits the famous ivories 
Or ttafhc in the giasshop|icr.s or bees. 

II 

When Loie Fullers Chinese dancers enwound 
A shining web, a floating ribbon of cloth. 

It seemed that a dragon of air 

Had fallen among dancers, liad whirled them round 

Or hurried them oil on its own lurious path; 

So the Platonic Year 

Whirls out new right and wrong. 

Whirls in the old instead; 

All men are dancers and their tread 
Goes to the barbarous clangour of a gong. 

Ill 

Some moralist or mythological poet 
Compares the solitary souf to a swan; 
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I am satisfied with that, 

Satisfied if a troubled mirror show it, 

Before that brief gleam of its life be gone^ 

An image of its state; 

The wings half spread for flight, 

The breast thrust out in pride 

Whether to play, or to ride 

Those winds that clamour of approaching night. 

A man in his own secret meditation 
Is lost amid the labyrinth that he has made 
In art or politics; 

Some Platonist affirms that in the station 
Where we should cast off body and trade 
The ancient habit sticks, 

And that if our works could 
But vanish with our breath 
That were a lucky death, 

For triumph can but mar our solitude. 

The swan has leaped into the desolate heaven: 

That image can bring wildness, bring a rage 
To end all things, to end 
What my laborious life imagined, even 
The half-imagined, the half-written page; 

O but we dreamed to mend 
Whatever mischief seemed 
To afflict mankind, but now 
That winds of winter blow 

Learn that we were crack-pated when we dreamed. 

IV 

We, who seven years ago 
Talked of honour and of truth, 

235 


shriek with pleasure if wc sliow 
The weasefs twist, the weaseFs tooth. 

V 

Come let tis mock at tlic great 
That liad such burdens on the mind 
And coiled so hard and late 
To leave some nionuineiit belvind, 

Nor chouglvt of the levelling wind. 

Come let us mock at the wise; 

With all those calendars wliereon 
They fixed old aching eyes, 

They never saw how seasons run, 

And now but gape at die sun. 



Come let us mock at die good 
That fancied goodness might he gay, 

And sick of solitude 
Might proclaim a holiday: 

Wind shrieked—and where arc they? 

Mock mockei's after that 
That would not lift a hand maybe 
To help good, wise or great 
To bar chat foul storm out, for we 
Traffic in mockery. 

VI 

Violence upon the roads; violence of horses; 

Some few have handsome riders, are garlanded 
On delicate sensitive ear or tossing mane. 

But wearied running round and round in their courses 
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All break and vanish, and evil gathers headi 
Herodias daughters have returned again, 

A sudden blast of dusty wind and after 
Thunder of feet, tumult of images, 

Their purpose in the labyrinth of the wind; 

And should some crazy hand dare touch a daughter 
All turn with amorous cries, or angrj.^ cries, 
According to the wind, for all are blind. 

But now wind drops, dust settles; thereupon 
There lurches past, his great eyes without thought 
Under the shadow of stupid straw-pale locks, 

That insolent fiend Robert Artisson 
To whom the love-lorn Lady Kyteler brought 
Bronzed peacock feathers, red combs of her cocks* 
1919 

THE WHEEL 

Through winter-time v/e call on spring, 

And through the spring on summer"call, 

And when abounding hedges ring 
Declare that winter's best of all; 

And after that there's nothing good 
Because the spring-time has not come— 

Nor know that what disturbs our blood 
Is but its longing for the tomb. 

YOUTH AND AGE 

Much did I rage when young, 

Being by the world oppressed, 

But now with flattering tongue 
It speeds the parting guest. 
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THE NEW FACES 


If you, that have grow'n old, were the first dead 
Neither catalpa tree nor scented lime 
Should hear my living feet, nor would I tread 
Where we wrouglit that shall break the teeth of Time 
Let the new faces play what tricks they will 
In the old rooms; night can outbalance day, 

Our shadows rove the garden gravel still, 

The living seem more shadowy than they. 


A PRAYER FOR MY SON 

Bid a strong ghost stand at the head 
That my Michael may sleep sound. 

Nor cry, nor turn in the betl 
Till his morning meal come round; 

And may departing twilight keep 
All dread alar till nK)rning's back, 

That his mother may not lack 
Her fill of sleep. 

Bid the ghost have sword iti fist: 

Some there are, for I avow 
Such devilish things exist, 

Who have planned his muidcr, for they know 
Of some most hauglity deed or thought 
That waits upotr his ftittirc days. 

And would tlirough hatred of the bays 
Bring that to nought. 


Though You can fashion everything 
From nothing every day, and teach 
The morning stars to sing, 

You have lacked articulate speech 
To tell Your simplest want, and known, 
Wailing upon a woman's knee, 

All of that worst ignominy 
Of flesh and bone; 

And when through all the town there ran 
The servants of Your enemy, 

A woman and a man. 

Unless the Holy Writings lie, 

Hurried through the smooth and rough 
And through the fertile and waste, 
Protecting, till the danger past, 

With human love. 


TWO SONGS FROM A PLAY 
I 

I SAW a staring virgin stand 
Where holy Dionysus died, 

And tear the heart out of his side, 

And lay the heart upon her hand 
And bear that beating heart away; 

And then did all the Muses sing 
Of Magnus Annus at the spring, 

As though God's death were but a play. 

Another Troy must rise and set, 
Another lineage feed the crow, 
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Anorlicr Argo's i^ainted prow 
Drive ro a llnsliici: bauble per* 

I'Uc Roman liiupiiv stood appalled* 

b dropped die reins of peace and war 

Wluai dial lierce va'rgin and her Star 
Our ol tlie labulous darkness called. 

ir 

In pity for man s darkening thouaht 
He walked that room and issued Waice 
In Galilean turbulence; 

I ht Babylonian starliglit brouglit 
A fabulous, formless darkness ui; 

Odour of blood wlum Clirist was slain 
Ivladc all Platontc tolerance: vartn 
And vain all Doric discipline. 

livei.ydiing diat man cssteems 
I’mdures a naaneiu or a day. 

Love’s pleasurc^ drives bis love away, 

IJie painters brush consumes his dreams 
dhe heialds cry, the soldier’s tread 
Exhaust his glory and his might: 
Whatever flames upon the night 
Man s owai resnuius heart has led. 

FRACiMENTS 

r 

Locke sank mto a swoon; 

1 he Garden died; 

God took the spinning-a’ctiny 
Out of his side. 


Where got I that truth? 

Out of a medium’s mouth, 
Out of nothing it came, 

Out of the forest loam. 

Out of dark night where lay 
The crowns of Nineveh. 


LEDA AND THE SWAN 

A SUDDEN blow: the great wings beating still 
Above the staggering girl, her thighs caressed 
By the dark webs, her nape caught in his bill. 
He holds her helpless breast upon his breast. 

How can those terrified vague fingers push 
The feathered glory from her loosening thighs? 
And how can body, laid in that white rush, 
But feel the strange heart beating where it lies? 

A shudder in the loins engenders there 
The broken wall, the burning roof and tower 
And Agamemnon dead. 

Being so caught up. 

So mastered by the brute blood of the air. 

Did she put on his knowledge witli his power 
Before the indifferent beak could let her drop? 
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ON A PICTURE OF A BLACK CENTAUR BY 
EDMUND DULAC 


Your hooves have stamped at tlie black margin of the 
wood, 

Even where Iiorrible gi'cen pai’tots call and swing. 

My works are all stamped down into the sultiy Wid* 

I knew that liorse~play, knew it for a murderous thine. 
What wliolesome sun has ripened is wholesome food 
to eat, 

And that alone; yet I, being driven lialf insane 
Because of some green wing, gathered old mummy 
wheat 

In the mad abstract dark and ground it grain by grain 
And alter baked it slowly in an oven; but now 
I bring lulldlavonred wine out of a barrel fotuid 
Where seven liphcsian topers slept and never knew 
When Alexander’s empire passed, they slept so sound. 
Stretch out your limbs and sleep a long Sat urnian sleep; 
I have loved you hotter than my son! lor all my words, 
And there is none so lit to keep a watch and keep 
Unwearied eyes upon those horrible green birds. 

AMONG SCHOOI. CNILDREN 
I 

I WALK through the long schoolroom questioning; 
A kind old min in a white hood replies; 

The children learn to cipher and to sing, 

• To study reading^-books and history, 

To cut and sew, be neat in everything 


Ill tlie best modern W 2 .y—the children's eyes 
In momentary wonder stare upon 
A sixty-year-old smiling public man* 

II 

I dream of a Ledaean body, bent 
Above a sinking fire, a tale that she 
Told of a harsh reproof, or trivial event 
That changed some childish day to tragedy— 
Told, and it seemed that our two natures blent 
Into a sphere from youthful s}mpathy, 

Or else, to alter Plato's parable, 

Into the yolk and white of the one shell* 

III 

And thinking of that fit of grief or rage 
I look upon one child or t'other there 
And wonder if she stood so at that age— 

For even daughters of the swan can share 
Something of every paddler's heritage— 

And had that colour upon cheek or hair, 

And thereupon my heart is driven wild: 

She stands before me as a living child* 

IV 

Her present image floats into the mind— 

Did Quattrocento finger fashion it 
Hollow of cheek as though it drank the wind 
And took a mess of shadows for its meat? 

And I though never of Ledaean kind 
Had pretty plumage once—enough of that, 
Better to smile on all that smile, and show 
There is a comfortable kind of old scarecrow* 
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What youtliftil motlicr, a shape upon her lap 
Honey of gcnci'ai ion had hei rayed, ^ 

And that must sleep, sliriek, struggle to escape 
As recollection or rite drug decide^ ^ 

Would think her son, did she hut sec that shape 
With sixty or more winters on its head, 

A compensation for rite pang oC his hirth, 

Or the uncertainty of liis setting forth? 

vr 

Plato rhoitghr nature hut a sjutme that plays 
Upon a ghostly ptiradigin of tilings; 

Solidcr Aristotle played the' taws"^ 

Upon the bottom of a king o|' kings; 
World-famous golden-thiglu-d l^i'ltagoras 
Fingered upon a liddle-stick or strings 
What a star sang and careless Mtises heard: 

Old clothes upon old st icks to scare a bird. 

Vlt 

Both nuns and mothers worship itnanes, 

But those the candles light are not as those 
That animate a mother’s reveries, 

But keep a marble or a bronze repose. 

And yet they too break hearts--O Presences 
That passion, piety or alfecrioti knows, 

And that all heavenly glory sytnholise— 

O self-born mockers ol titan’s enterprise; 

vni 

Labour is blossoming or dancing where 
The body is not bruised to pleasttre soul, 
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Nor beauty born out of its own despair, 

Nor blear-eyed wisdom out of midnight oil. 

O chestnut tree, great rooted blossomer. 

Are you the leaf, the blossom or the bole? 

O body swayed to music, O brightening glance, 
How can we know the dancer from the dance? 


COLONUS’ PRAISE 

(From 'Oedipus at Colonus’) 

Chwus. Come praise Colonus’ horses, and come praise 

The wine-dark of the wood^s intricacies, 

The nightingale that deafens daylight there, 

If daylight ever visit where, 

Unvisited by tempest or by sun, 

Immortal ladies tread the ground 
Dizzy with harmonious sound, 

Semele's lad a gay companion* 

And yonder in the gymnasts' garden thrives 
The self-sown, self-begotten shape that gives 
Athenian intellect its masten^ ^ 

Even the grey-leaved olive-tree 
Miracle-bred out of the living stone; 

Nor accident of peace nor war 

Shall wither that old marvel, for 

The great grey-eyed Athena stares thereon. 

Who comes into this country, and has come 
Where golden crocus and narcissus bloom, 

Where the Great Mother, mourning for her daughter 
And beauty-drunken by the water 
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Glittering among grcy-Ieavecl olive-trees, 

Has plucked a tlowei: and sung lier loss; 

Who liods abounding Cephistis 

Has found the loveliest spectacle there is. 

Because this country has a pious niind 
And so rcniembers that wlien all mankind 
But trod the road, or splaslied al:)out tlie sliorc, 
Poseidon gave it bit and oar, 

Every Colontis lad or lass discourses 
Of that oar atid ol that l)it; 

Summer and winter, day and night, 

Of horses and horses of the sea, wliite horses. 


WISDOM 

The true faitil discoveixxf was 
When painiecl panel, statuary^ 

GI a SS” I n os a i c, w i n d o -- o 1 n ss, 
Amended wliat was told awry 
By some peasant gospeller; 

Swept the sawdust Iroin the lloor 
Of that working-carpenter. 
Miracle had its playtime where 
In damask clothed and on a seat 
Chryselephantine, cedardHiarcled, 
His majestic Mother sat 
Stitching at a ptirple hoarded 
That He might he nolily breeched 
In starry towers of Balylon 
Noah^s freshet never reached. 

King Abundance got Him on 
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Innocence; and Wisdom He. 

That cognomen sounded best 
Considering what wild infancy 
Drove horror from His Mother’s breast. 


THE FOOL BY THE ROADSIDE 

When all works that have 
From cradle run to grave 
From grave to cradle run instead; 

When thoughts that a fool 

Has wound upon a spool 

Are but loose thread, are but loose thread; 

When cradle and spool are past 

And I mere shade at last 
Coagulate of stuff 
Transparent like the wind, 

I think that I may find 
A faithful love, a faithful love* 


OWEN AHERNE AND HIS DANCERS 
I 

A STRANGE thing surely that my Heart, when love had 
come unsought 

Upon the Norman upland or in that poplar shade, 

Should find no burden but itself and yet should be 
worn out* 

It could not bear that burden and therefore it w^ent 
mad* 


The south wind brought it longing, and the cast wind 

despair, 

The west wind made it pitirnl, and the north wind 

afraid. 

It feared to give its love a, liurt witli all the tempest 

rlicre; ^ 

It feared the hurt that she could give and therefore it 

went mad. 

I can ex-changc opinion avith any neigltbouring mind, 
I have as healthy llesli and blood as any rliynier’s had' 
But O! my Heart could bear no more when the upland 

caxdght tl'ie wind; 

I ran, I ran, from rny love's side because my Heart went 
mad* 


II 

The Heart beliind its rib langliecl out. 'You have called 
m,e mad/ it said. 

'Because I made you turn away and run fi-om that 
young chilci; 

How could she mate with firty years that was so wildly 
bred? 

Let the cage bird and tlie cage bird mate and the wild 
bird mate in the wild.' 

'You but imagine lies all day, O rnuixlerer/ I replied. 

And all those lies have but one end, poor wretches to 
betray; 

I did not find in any cage tlie woman at my side. 

O but her heart would break to learn my thoughts are 
lar away/ 


Speak all your mind,’ my Heart sang out, ‘speak all 
your mmd; who cares, 

Now that your tongue cannot persuade the child till 
she mistake 

Her childish gratitude for love and match your fifty 

years? ^ ^ 

O let her choose a young man now and all for his wild 
sake. 

A MAN YOUNG AND OLD 

I 

First Love 

Though nurtured like the sailing moon 
In beauty's murderous brood, 

She walked awhile and blushed awhile 
And on my pathway stood 
Until I thought her body bore 
A heart of flesh and blood* 

But since I laid a hand thereon 
And found a heart of stone 
I have attempted many things 
And not a thing is done, 

For every hand is lunatic 
That travels on the moon* 

She smiled and that transfigured me 
And left me but a lout, 

Maundering here, and maundering there, 
Emptier of thought 
Than the heavenly circuit of its stars 
When the moon sails out. 


Human 

Like the moon h,ci: kindness is, 
li: kindness I may call 
What lias no conipi-elicnsion iikt, 
But is tlie same I'or ;ill 
As thougli my sorrow were a scene 
Upon a pa,inted w;ilL 

So like a bit of stone I lie 
Under a broken tree. 

I could recover if I slirieked 
My heart's agony 
To passing bird, but I am dumb 
From human dignity. 

Ill 

The Mermaid 

A mermaid lound a swimming lad 
Picked him lor her own, 

Pressed her body to his Ixidy, 
Laughed; and jdunging down 
forgot in cruel happiness 
lliat even lovers di-own. 


IV 

1‘he Deal!) of the Hare 

I have poinred out (he yelling pack 
The hare leap to die wood, 

And wlien T pass a compliment 
Rejoice as lover should 



At the drooping of an eye, 

At the mantling of the blood. 

Then suddenly my heart is wrung 
By her distracted air 
And I remember wildness lost 
And after, swept from there, 

Am set down standing in the wood 
At the death of the hare. 


V 

The Empty Cup 

A crazy man that found a cup, 

When all but dead of thirst, 

Hardly dared to wet his mouth 
Imagining, moon-accursed, 

That another mouthful 

And his beating heart would burst. 

October last I found it too 

But found it dry as bone, 

And for that reason am I crazed 
And my sleep is gone, 

VI 

His Memories 

We should be hidden from their eyes, 
Being but holy shows 
And bodies broken like a thorn 
Whereon the bleak north blows, 

To think of buried Hector 
And that none living knows. 


The women take so Itrtle stock 

In what I c!o or say 
ThcyM sooner Icsivc their cossetini;t 
To hea,r a jackass bray; ^ 

My arms arc like tlic twisted, tlK),m 
And yet tliere beatit:y .lay; 


The first of all the iribt^ fry du^re 

And did siicli pJeasnre take 

Slie who liad Ivtonglu givat I K-eioi- down 

And put all I’roy to wreck.- 

Ihat she cried into this ear, 

^Strike me if I sliriekd 


VII 

The Tricncls of his Youth 

Laug.hter not time destroyed my voice 
And ptrt tfiat crack in it , 

And when tlu^ inc'ioifs pot-iHrllicd 
I get a latiohniv; lit, 

For that old Madyr conies down tlie lane, 
A stone upon her lavast, 

And a clcxdv wrapped about the ‘"itone, 

And she can get no rest 

With singing hush and hnslwa-bye; 

She that has Ixv'n wild 

And barren as a breaking wave 

Thinks dine the stone's a child. 

And Peter thnt had gtent aflair.s 
And was .a ptisliing man 
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Shrieks, I am King of the Peacocks/ 
f And perches on a stone; 

i ^hen I laugh till tears run down 

And the heart thumps at mp side, 
Remembering that her shriek was loye 
And that he shrieks from pride* 

VIII 

Summer and Spring 

We sat under an old thorn-tree 
And talked awap the night, 

Told all that had been said or done 
Since first we saw the light, 

And when we talked of growing up 
Knew that we'd halved a soul ^ 

And fell the one in t'other's arms 
^ That we might make it whole; 

Then Peter had a murdering look, 

For it seemed that he and she 
Had spoken of their childish daps 
Under that verp tree* 

O what a bursting out there was, 

And what a blossoming, 

When we had all the summer-time 
And she had all the spring! 

IX 

Tie Secrets of the Old 

I have old women's secrets now 
That had those of the pouiig; 

Madge tells me what I dared not think 
When mp blood was strong, 
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And wliiil: li:id di-owned ;i lover once 
Sounds like an oJ,d sonvn 

Tliougli Margery is str*icken diinib 
It thrown in Madge’s way, 

We three make tip a solitude; 

For none alive to-day 

Can know tlie stories tliat we know 

Or say the things we say: 

How Stic!) a man pleased women mos& 
Of all that are gotic. 

How such a pair loved many years 
And such a pair htit: one, 

Stories ot the Fed of straw 
Or tlic bed ol down* 


X 

His Wildness 

O bid me mount and sail up there 
Amid the cloudy wrack, 

For Peg and Meg ami Paris’ love 
That had wSO straiv’ht a back, 

Are gone away, and some that stay 
Idave changed their silk fot: sack. 

Were I btit there and none to hear 
I’d have a peacock cry, 

For that is natural to a man 
That lives in memory, 

Being all alone I’d ntirsc a stone 
And sing it lullaby. 
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XI 


From ‘Oedipus at Colonus’ 

Endure what life God gives and ask no longer span; 

Cease to remember the delights of youth, travel- 

wearied aged man; 

Delight becomes death-longing if all longing else be 
vain* 

Even from that delight memoiy treasures so, 

Death, despair, division of families, all entanglements 
of mankind grow. 

As that old wandering beggar and these God-hated 
children know* 

In the long echoing street the laughing dancers throng, 

The bride is carried to the bridegroom's chamber 
through torchlight and tumultuous song; 

I celebrate the silent kiss that ends short life or long* 

Never to have lived is best, ancient writers say; 

Never to have drawn the breath of life, never to have 
looked into- the eye of day; 

The second best's a gay goodnight and quickly turn 
away* 


THE THREE MONUMENTS 

They hold their public meetings where 
Our most renownM patriots stand, 

One among the birds of the air, 

A stumpier on either hand; 
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And all the popnlai: statesnien say 
That purity built up the State 
And alter kept it froni decay; 

Adnionisli us to cling to tliat 
And let all ba.se ambition be, 

For intellect would make us [sroud 
And pride bring in im|.Hn-i(y: 

Tlie three old ra,seals ],augh, aloud* 

ALL SOULS' NiGf.r,r 

Epilogue to 'A. Vision 

Midnight has come, and tlic great Clirist Church Bell 
And many a lesser bell sound througli tlie room; 

Ancl it is All Souls' Niglit, 

And two long glasses brimmed with .muscatel 
Bubble upon the table. A gliost may come; 

For it is a ghost's right, 

FI is element is so line 
Being sharpened by iris dca.tli, 

To dri.nk firom the winc-bt*catli 

While our gross palates drink from the whole wine* 

I need some mind that, if the cannon sound 
From every quartei: of the world, can stay 
Wound in mind's pondering 
As mummies in the mummy-cloth are wound; 
Because I have a marvellous tiling to say, 

A certain marvellous thing 
None but the living mock, 

Though not for sober car; 

It may be all that hear 

Should laugh and weep an hour upon the clock* 
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Horon's th« first I call. Ha Wad sttanga thought 

And knew that sweet extremity of pride ^ 
That s called platonic love, 

And that to such a pitch of passion wrouaht 
Nothing could bring him, when his lady died 
Anodyne for his love. ’ 

Words were but wasted breath; 

One dear hope had he: 

The inclemency 

Of that or the next winter would be death. 


Two thoughts were so mixed up I could nor tell 
Whether of her or God he thought the most. 

But think that his mind's eye. 

When upward turned, on one sole image fell; 
And that a slight companionable ghost. 

Wild with divinity, 

Had so lit up the whole 
Immense miraculous house 
The Bible promised us. 

It seemed a gold-fish swimming in a bowl. 

On Florence Emery I call the next. 

Who finding the first wrinkles on a face 
Admired and beautiful. 

And knowing that the future would be vexed 
W^ith minished beauty, multiplied commonplace. 
Preferred to teach a school 
Away from neighbour or friend. 

Among dark skins, and there 
Permit foul years to wear 
Hidden from eyesight to the unnoticed end. 
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Before that end much had slie ra.vclled out 
From a discourse in iigtira.tivc speecli 
By some learned Indian 

On tlie soiihs journey, 1low it is wliirlecl about, 
Wherever the orbit ol tiu: moon can reacli, 

IJndl it plunge into tlie sun; 

And (here, and yet last, 

I'ua’ng lx)(b (dinnee and Choice, 

Forget its broken toys 

And sink in(o its own deliglit at last. 


And I call up MacCregor Irom tlie grave. 

For in my lirst liard springtime we were friends, 
Aldiougb ol late estranged. 

] thought him ball a lunatit*, half knave, 

And told him so, Ivnt lriendslii|'> never ends; 
And what il mind swan ebanued, 

And it seem changtal ut'ih (lu^ mind, 

When thoughts rise up unhii! 

On oenerous rhinos that he die! 

O ^ 

And 1 grow ball contcaued to lie blind! 


He had iniich industry at setting out, 

Much boisterous eottrage, before loneliness 
Flad driven In'm crazcal; 

For meditations ttjxin unknown tlioiiglu 
Make human intercourse ggow hsss and less; 

They are neither paid nor praised. 

But hehi object to the host, 

The glass because my glass; 

A ghost-lovet he was 

And may have grov\'n moiv arrogant being a ghost, 
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But names are nothing. What matter who it be 
So that his elements have grown so fine 
The fume of muscatel 
Can give his sharpened palate ecstasy* 

No living man can drink from the whole wine. 

1 have mummy truths to tell 
Whereat the living mock^ 

Though not for sober ear, 

For maybe all that hear 

Should laugh and weep an hour upon the clock. 

Such thought—such thought have I that hold it tioht 

1 ill meditation master ah its parts, 

Nothing can stay my glance 

Until that glance run in the world’s despite 

To where the damned have howled away their hearts 

And where the blessed dance; * 

Such thought, that in it bound 
I need no other thing, 

Wound in mind's wandering 

As mummies in the mummy-cloth are wound* 

Oxford, 1920 
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THE WINDING STAIR AND OTHER 
POEMS 

IN MEMORY OF EVA GORE-BOOTH AND CON 
MARKIEWICZ 

The light of evening, LissadelJ, 

Great windows open to the south. 

Two girls in silk kimonos, both 
Beautiful, one a gazelle. 

But a raving autumn shears 
Blossom from the summer’s wreath; 

The older is condemned to death. 

Pardoned, drags out lonely years 
Conspiring among the ignorant. 

I know not what the younger dreams_ 

Some vague Utopia—and she seems. 

When withered old and skeleton-gaunt. 

An image of such politics. ^ 

Many a time I think to seek 
One or the other out and speak 
Of that old Georgian mansion, mix 
Pictures of the mind, recall 
That table and the talk of youth. 

Two girls in silk kimonos, both 
Beautiful, one a gazelle. 


Dear shadows, now yon know ic all. 
All the folly of n fiylu 
Wit-li a coiiinioii Wfong oi' I'l'alit. 
Tlie innocent; and tlie beautiltil 
Have no enemy Inn lime; 

Arise and hid me sirike a match 
And strike anotlier till time catch; 
Shotild the conllagration climb, 
Rttn till all the vSages know* 

We tile great gazeln) built, 

I hey convicted ns ol gtiilt; 

Bid me strike a matcli and Idow* 
October 1927 


r)r,iA'rt"i 

Nor dread nor Iiope attend 
A dying animal; 

A man awsiits liis end 
Dreading and hoping all; 

Many times he died, 

Many times rose again. 

A great man in his pride 
Confronting mnrderons men 
Coasts derision upon 
htipersession of breath; 

1 le knows death to the bone— 
Man has created death. 
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A DIALOGUE OF SELF AND SOUL 


I 

iy SouL I summon to the winding ancient stair; 
Set all your mind upon the steep ascent, 

Upon the broken, crumbling battlement, 

Upon the breathljess starlit air, 

Upon the star tl^at marks the hidden pole; 

Fix every wandei(*ing thought upon 
That quarter where all thought is done: 

Who can distinguish darkness from the soul? 


My Self. The consecrated blade upon my knees 
Is Sato s ancient blade, still as it was, 

Still ra2or~kee;:i, still like a looking-glass 
Unspott^^,^?^ the centuries; 
^l^f#»A^^ring, silken, old embroideiy, tom 
F^lJom some court-lady's dress and round 
T he wooden scabbard bound and wound, 

C an, tattered, still protect, faded adorn. 


My , 
L. 
E: 
T. 
If 
Ai 
To 
De 


SotiL Why should the imagination of a man 
ong past his prime remember things that are 
mblematical of love and war? 

(link of ancestral night that can, 
but imagination scorn the earth 
id intellect its wandering 
I this and that and t'other thing, 
liver from the crime of death and birth. 


My St Montashigi, third of his family, fashioned 
Fiv( e hundred years ago, about it lie 
Flo\ ^;yers from I know not what embroidery— 
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I am content to live it all again 
And yet again, if it be life to pitch 

Into the frog-spawn of a blind man's ditch, 
A blind man battering blind men^ 

Or into that most fecund ditch of all, 

The folly that man does 

Or must suffer, if he woos 

A proud woman not kindred of his soul. 

I am content to follow to its source, 

Every event in action or in thought; 
Measure the lot; forgive myself the'lot! 
When such as I cast out remorse 
So great a sweetness flows into the breast 
We must laugh and we must sing, 

We are blest by ever^^thing, ^ 
Everything we look upon is blest* 

BLOOD AND THE MOON 
I 

Blessed be this place, 

More blessed still this tower; 

A bloody, arrogant power 
Rose out of the race 
Uttering, mastering it, 

Rose like these walls from these 
Storm-beaten cottages— 

In mockery I have set 
A powerful emblem up, 

And sing it rhyme upon rhyme 
In mockery of a time 
Half dead at the top. 
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ll 

Alexandria's reas a beacori tower, and Babylon's 

An iniagc oF tlie moving luaivcns, a l()gd:iook of the 
sun’s journey and tlie moon’s; 

And Shelley liad bis rowers, tliought’s crowned powers 

lie called them once. 

I declare tliis tower is my s)anl)t)!; I declare 

This winding, gyring, spiring naodmill of a stair is my 
ancestral stair; ^ 

That Cioldsmith and die Dean, Berkeley and Burke 
have travelled (here. 

Swift beating on iiis Iwaost in silg/IIiiu^ frenzy blind 

Because die luairt in his blood sodtlcai breast had 
dragged him dowai into mankind, 

Gokisninh dehlierately sipping^ at the hoiu'y-pot of his 
mind, 

And haughticr-lieaded Burke that proved the State a 
tree, 

That tliis uncoiKiuc-rable labyrintli of tlie birds, cen¬ 
tury after century, 

Cast but dead leaves to matliematical equality; 

And God-appointed Berkeley that proved all things a 
dream, 

That this pragmatical, pia^posita’ous pig of a world, its 
farrow that so solid seem, 

Must vanish on tlie instant i( the mind but change its 
theme; 
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Saeva Indignaticnd the labourer’s hire 

ve^thmg that is „„t God comomed «th ioteUectoal 

III 

The purity of the unclouded moon 
Has flung its arrowy shaft upon the floor 
Seven centuries have passed and v ' 

The blood of i„„oce„?e S left ™‘?“' 

SoIdie't LisfaT" 

Whether for daily pittance or in blind fear 
°J abstract hatred, and shed blood 

And we that have shed none must gaAer there 
And clamour m drunken frenzy forVe mSr 


1 V 

And^c windows cling 

And seein to clmg upon the moonlit skS 

Tortoiseshell butterflies, peacock butterSs 
A couple of night-moths L on the XT 

Half dead at the top? No matter what I said 
r wisdom IS the property of the dead, 

A something incompatible with life; and power 

Like everything that has the stain of blood ’ 

A property of the living; but no stain ’ 

Wk visage of the moon 

When It has looked in glory from a cloud. 
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In t()niI:V'i oi gi)ld and lapis lazuli 
l')odics ol lu/)ly imai and worm-n exude 
Mii'aculuus od, ndour ol violet. 

But under luaivp lonels ol iramified clay 
Lie lK)di(‘s of tlie vampires lull of Iduod; 

I'heir shroiuls arc Idoody anil their lips arc wet. 


VnilONlCA^S NAPKIN 

d'ni- 1 leavenl)/ Ca'rcuir; I’^crcnicc’s ! lair; 
d'eiii -pole (d Ivlen; die tentis diupiay; 
vSyinlmlic.il pjoiy ol tiu' torth and air! 
d’iui I'aiher and i lis anuadt^' hierarchy 
d'hat made du' mayjiuude and ujory there 
Stood in the circuit ol a needleis eye, 

Sonu‘ found a dilh‘rent |xile, tmd wliere it stood 
A pattern on a napkin diiaped in l>lood. 


SYMBOLS 

A s'lmitNt iu-:A'rr:N edd watch tower, 
A Blind hermit rinps tlu' hour. 

All-Llestroyino swordddade still 
Carried hy the wandeia’np lool. 

Gold-sewn silk on the swoi'd-blacle, 
Beatily and lool together hiid. 
zyo 






SPILT MILK 


We that have done and thought^ 

That have thought and done, 

Must ramble, and thin out 
Like milk spilt on a stone. 

THE NINETEENTH CENTURY AND AFTER 

Though the great song return no more 
Thete^s keen delight in what we have: 

The rattle of pebbles on the shore 
Under the receding wave. 

STATISTICS 

'Those Platonists are a curse/ he said., 

'God's fire upon the w^ane, 

A diagram hung there instead, 

More women born than men.' 

THREE MOVEMENTS 

Shakespearean fish swam the sea, far away from land; 
Romantic fish swam in nets coming to the hand; 
What are all those fish that lie gasping on the strand? 

THE SEVEN SAGES 

The First. My great-grandfather spoke to Edmund 
Burke 

In Grattan's house. 
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The Seventh. They walked the roads 

Mimicking what they heard, as children mimic; 
They understood that wisdom comes of beggary. 


THE CRA 2 ED MOON 

Crazed through much child-bearing 
The moon is staggering in the sky; 
Moon-struck by the despairing 
Glances of her wandering eye 
We grope, and grope in vain, 

For children born of her pain. 

Children dazed or dead! 

When she in all her virginal pride 
First trod on the mountain's head 
What stir ran through the country-side 
Where every foot obeyed her glance! 
What manhood led the dance! 

Fly-catchers of the moon, 

Our hands are blenched, our fingers seem 
But slender needles of bone; 

Blenched by that malicious dream 
They are spread w-ide that each 
May rend w-hat comes in reach. 


COOLE PxARK, 1929 

I MEDITATE Upon a swallow's flight, 
Upon an aged woman and her house, 
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A sj'cimore ;iik! lime htc lost in niaht 
Aldiuuo!) ili.u vve;UcTi. clcnui is lunimous, 
Giv.it vwH-ks consi 1-11010.1 tlierc tit iinture’s spite 
I'or selioliirs .-iiul for poets tiftef tis, 

'riiotiplKs lonp, knitieil into a siiiufr tlioughn, 

A d.ni.edike i’lofy lit,it those wails I'cgot. 


I hole I ly-ile hofoi'e lie Itael Iteaten info prose 
dliat iioMe IdaJe the Mnsis hnekled on, ' 
'hhere one that rnlileil in a manly pose 
For all his timid heart-, there that slow man, 
That inediiative man, jolin Synpr, and those 
hnpetuotis men. .Sltaw Ta)-io!- ai'id [ Inali Lane 
h’oimd pride established in humility, 

A scene well set and eA'cellent company-. 


They tame likt' su-allinvs and like swallows went, 
And yet a woman’s powet-fnl cliat-acter 
Goultl kttp a .sw'allow' to its first intent't 
And hall a t[o-/en in lot-mat ion there, 

That sttnitd to whirl upon ;t eoinpass-point, 
I-’ound eei-tainty upon the tli-eainiuiT air, 

1 ht Intt-Ilet ItiaI sw-t-t-tm-ss those lines 
PlkiL cut throtigh time or ci-oss it wiihei-shins. 


Heie, travellei-, .scholar, poet, ttihe )'our stand, 
When all those room;; and pa.ssapes are oonc. 
When nettles wave upon a .shapeless nntiind 
Ai-id Sitplings root among the hroken stone, 
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And dedicate—eyes bent upon the ground, 
Back turned upon the brightness of the sun 
And all the sensualit^^ of the shade— 

A moment's memory to that laurelled head* 


COOLE AND BALLYLEE, 1931 

Under my window-ledge the waters race, 

Otters below and moor-Iiens on the top, 

Run for a mile undimmed m Heaven's face 
Then darkening through Hark' Rafterj^'s 'cellar' 
Run underground, rise in a rocky place 
In Coole demesne, and there to finish up 
Spread to a lake and drop into a hole. 

What's water but the generated soul? 


Upon the border of that lake's a wood 
Now all dry sticks under a wintr}" sun, 

And in a copse of beeches there I stood, 

For Nature's pulled her tragic buskin on 
And all the rant's a mirror of my mood: 

At sudden thunder of the mounting swan 
I turned about and looked where branches break 
The glittering reaches of the flooded lake. 

Another emblem there! That stormy white 
But seems a concentration of the sky; 
x 4 nd, like the soul, it sails into the sight 
And in the morning's gone, no man knows why; 
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Alul ts so lov(‘lv that i{ siMs to iiohr 
What kno\N’Ksor its Luk !i,ul mm awiy^ 

So arrr)oar\ily juirr, a clukl intojit (hink 
It can he nuiixkaaxl witli a sjMM o{ ink. 

SoiuK'i c>l a stick upon the lloor, a souiul 
hVoin sc^iiK'lxxly that* Coils (com cliair to chair; 
Beloved hooks that (ainotis hands have laonnd, 

C^ld inaii>le IuskIs, old [net tires everywhere; 

Cirtaat rooms wltere trav(‘l!ed men and children found 
Content: or joy; a last inheritor 

Wiiere none lias reigntal tliat lacked a name and feme 
Or out of lolly into folly came. 

A spot whereon thr (ouiufa'.s lived and died 
Seemed onct* moia* dt'ar than hie; ancestral ti'ecs, 

Or iyirdens rich m nnanoia' yjorifital 
Marriaoes, alliance's and lamihi'S, 

And every hrielcks amhnu)n satislieck 
Where lashion or nu're fantasy decis'cs 

Man shifts ahoiit.all that p^rt'at yjorv spe'nt • 

Like some poor Arab trihesman and his (t'nt. 

Wc wctC’the last romantics-.cliose lor theme 

Traditional sanctity and Knu'liness; 

Whateverks written in what pt)ets name 

The hook ol the pet)pl('; whatever nutst can hless 

The mind ol man or elevate a rhyme; 

But all is changed, that higji horse ridt'rless, 

Though mounted in that saildle 1 lomer rode 
Where the swan drifts upon a darkening floocL 
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FOR ANNE GREGORY 

Never shall a yotmg man^ 
Thrown into despair 
By those great honey-coloured 
Ramparts at your ear, 

Love you for yourself alone 
And not your yellow hair/ 

'But I can get a hair-dye 
And set such colour there, 

Brown, or black, or carrot, 

That young men in despair 
May love me for myself alone 
And not my yellow hair/ 

'I heard an old religious man 
But yesternight declare 
That he had found a text to prove 
That only God, my dear, 

Could love you for yourself alone 
And not your yellow hair/ 


SWIFT’S EPITAPH 

Swift has sailed into his rest; 
Savage indignation there 
Cannot lacerate his breast. 
Imitate him if you dare, 
World-besotted traveller; he 
Served human liberty. 

^77 



AT A!AM 1 -IUI,H 3 N i:)EATH 


Twii IicrcH)'l^lllrd p;iK; cattle hii’Js 

"Thai Iced on suua^ lonl parasite 

Of tlie Moroccan Hocks aiul lu'rJs 

Croirs the narrow Straits to hpjit 

]n the rich nnklnipjn o\ ilie ‘Miak'n trees 

I'ill the dawn break upon thoae mingled seas. 


Ofren, at evening v\dien a hoy 
Woiilcl I carry to a (rieiu! 

Hoping more sulxscintial joy 
Dicl an older mind uanmeiid 
Not siicli as are in Newton’s metaphor, 

But actiutl shells ol Ri)sses level sliore* 

Greater glory in the sum 
An evening chtll iip»on the air, 

Bid imaiu'naticm run 

‘Much on the Great Questioner; 

What 1 !e can giusstinn, wltat if qiiestioned I 
Can wttli a (irtiner ct)ii{idence reply. 

Novtnthcr 1,928 


THE a .lOICE 

The intellect o( tnan is (orccsl to choose 
PcrHection o( the lile, or ol du' work, 
And if it take rlie second must: rel use 
A lieavenly mansion, raging, in the dark. 
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And half is half and ytt is all the scene; 

And half and half consume what they renew, 

And he that Attis image hangs between 

That staring fury and the blind lush leaf 

May know not what he knows, but knows not orief. 

O 


III 

Get all the gold and silver that you can, 

Satisfy ambition, or animate 

The trivial days and ram them with the sun. 

And yet upon these maxims meditate: 

All women dote upon an idle man 
Although their children need a rich estate; 

No man has ever lived that had enough 
Of children's gratitude or ivoman's love. 

No longer in Lethean foliage caught 
Begin the preparation for your death 
And from the fortieth winter by that thought 
Test every work of intellect or faith, 

And everything that your own hands have wrought, 
And call those works extravagance of breath 
That are not suited for such men as come 
Proud, open-eyed and laughing to the tomb. 

IV f? 

My fiftieth year had come and gone, 

I sat, a solitary^ man, 

In a crowded London shop, 

An open book and empt)^ cup 
On the marble table-top, 
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while on the .shop ;uul sdvei I gazed 
My lH)dy ol a siuMen hla/,(sl; 

And twenty niiniKes inoi’e or less 
It: secincd, in\' happiness, 

That 1 was MessAl anel ci)iil<.l bless. 


V 

A111 \ o 1 1 gj t 11 ^ t's t! I \ \ 111 r s 11 n I i gl 1 1 g i 1 d 
(lloudy h'aiage o{ the sky, 

Or wintry nioonliglit sink the held 
In storm scattered intricacy, 

1 cannot look thereon, 

Responsibility so weiglis me down* 

Tlunvrs said or doiu^ lone \'(Mrs aeo» 

Or things 1 tlid not do or say 
But thoiigjit that ! might say or do, 
VVeieb ]\\c do\\'n, and not a rlay 
F)tU something is i'ecallcd, 

My conscience' ca' mj' vanity appalled. 

VI 

A rivery field spread our lielow, 

All odour ol the lu'w mown hay 
In his nostrils, the great lord ol Cdiou 
Cried, castiiyg oil the mountain siu)w, 
VLct all things pass away/ 

Wheels by milk-white asses drawn 
Where Babylon or Nineveh 
Rose; some conqneror drew rein 
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And cried to battle-weary men, 

*Let all things pass awayd 

From man's blood-sodden heart are sprung 
Those branches of the night and day 
Where the gaudy moon is hung. 

What's the meaning of all song? 

'Let all things pass away/ 

VII 

The SouL Seek out reality, leave things that seem. 

The Heart. What, be a singer born and lack a theme? 
The SouL Isaiah's coal, what more can man desire? 

The Heart. Struck dumb in the simplicit}^ of fire! 

The SouL Look on that fire, salvation wallcs within. 

The Heart. What theme had Homer but original sin? 


VIII 

Must we part, Von Hiigel, though much alike, for we 
Accept the miracles of the saints and honour sanctit}^? 
The body of Saint Teresa lies undecayed in tomb, 
Bathed in miraculous oil, sweet odours from it come, 
Healing from its lettered slab. Those self-same hands 
perchance 

Eternalised the body of a modern saint chat once 
Had scooped out Pharaoh's mummy. I—though heart 
might find relief 

Did I become a Christian man and choose for my belief 
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Wh.i! srrnr. most wclct^ivu: in llu' foinli .-play a pre- 

dc'Miiu'J I'ars. 

1 loinrr i'> n\y cx.iinplc ^uul his iinrhriiariicil hrait, 
'flu* Hon aiul (he !Kau')s;o!ul\ ^vhai has Scriptnrc said? 
So i-hs ^sM^ c/sua Von 1 liiv’s'l, thoiipji vviih blessings on 

your IuskL 

i 9 Sa 


QUAHRIU. IN NLN Al.lli 

"WinvRH had lun* sweetness gone? 

What lanaaies invent 

!r,i tins Idind Intter t'owrr, 

l'anias\' or iiu tdent 

Not wort h t hinknii’ o[, 

ISn: !iei' in a ra;.ve. 

I Itad {or‘,MVen enonnji 
Tliat had loisnven old titRR 

All lives that has liveii; 

So nun. h IS eia t am; 

Old saves wen* not deceiveth 
vSosm'wheia* laryond flu*: Ciirtain 
(.)!' tlistoriinp, days 
L!V(*s that hmely thiifp, 
d liar sho!U‘ luhore thest* (*yes 
"fargeted, frod like Sprinvn 


'nil'. RRSuitrs tM* riloucurr 


Ac;Qf tAiN'rANCi'.; eonnuttnon; 
One dear l>rillian(, vvonian; 
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Tlie best-endowed, the elect, 
All by their youth undone, 

All, all, by that inhuman 
Bitter glory wrecked. 

But I have straightened out 
Ruin, wreck and wrack; 

I toiled long years and at length 
Came to so deep a thought 
I can summon back 
All their wholesome strength* 

o 


What images are these 
That turn dull-eyed away, 

Or shift Timers filthy load, 

Straighten aged knees, 

Hesitate or stay? 

What heads shake or nod? 

At^zist 1931 

GRATITUDE TO THE UNKNOWN INSTRUCTORS 

What they undertook to do 
They brought to pass; 

Ail things hang like a drop of dew 
Upon a blade of grass. 


REMORSE FOR INTEMPERATE SPEECH 

I RANTED to the knave and fool^ 

But outgrew that school, 
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Would transform the part, 

Fit audience found, but cannot rule 
My fanatic ^ heart* 

I sought my betters: though in each 
Fine manners, liberal speech, 

Turn hatred into sport. 

Nothing said or done can reach 
My fanatic heart* 

Out of Ireland have we come* 

Great hatred, little room, 

Maimed us at the start* 

I carry from my mother’s womb 
A fanatic heart* 

August 28, 1931 



STREAM AND SUN AT GLENDALOUGH 

Through intricate motions ran 

Stream and gliding sun 

And all my heart seemed gay: 

Some stupid thing that I had done 
Made my attention stray* 


Repentance keeps my heart impure,* 

But what am I that dare 

i I pronounce 'fanatic’ in what is, I suppose, the older and more 
Irish way, so that the last line of each stanza contains but tw'O beats. 
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WORDS FOR MUSIC PERHAPS 


I 

CKAZY JANE AND THE BISHOP 

Bring me to the blasted oaK 
That h midnight upon the stroke, 

(All find safety in the tomhd) 

May call down curses on his head 
Because of my dear Jack that's dead. 
Coxcomb was the least he said: 

The solid mm and the coxcomb. 

Nor was he Bishop when his ban 
Banished Jack the Journeyman, 

(All find safety in the tomb,) 

Nor so much as parish priest, 

Yet he, an old book in his fist, 

Cried that we lived like beast and beast 
The solid man and the coxcomb. 

The Bishop has a skin, God knows, 
Wrinkled like the foot of a goose, 

(All find safety in the tombd) 

Nor can he hide in holy black 
The heron's hunch upon his back, 

But a birch-tree stood my Jack: 

The solid man and the coxcomb. 

Jack had my virginit)’', 

And bids me to the oak, for he 


Wanders cnr into tne nigi: 
And cnere is sne^ter tinner 
Bur snotilrl tnar otner com 




in 

CRAZY JANE ON THE DAY OF JUDGMENT 

'Love is all 
Unsatisfied 

That cannot take the whole 
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Body and soul^* 

And that is what Jane said. 

'Take the sour 
If you take me, 

I can scoff and lour 
And scold for an hour/ 

* That's certainly the casej said he. 

'Naked I lay, 

The grass my bed; 

Naked and hidden away, 

That black day'; 

And that is what Jane said. 

'What can be shown? 

What true love be? 

Ail could be known or shown 
If Time were but gone/ 

^That's certainly the casej said he. 


IV 

CRAZY JANE AND JACK THE JOURNEYMAN 

I KNOW, although when looks meet 
I tremble to the bone, 

The more I leave the door unlatched 
The sooner love is gone, 

For love is but a skein unwound 
Bettveen the dark and dawn* 
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A lonely ghost the ghost is 
That to God shall come; 

I—clove’s skein upon the ground, 

My body in the tomb— 

Shall leap into the light lost 
In my mother’s womb. 

But were I left to lie alone 
In an empty bed, 

The skein so bound us ghost to ghost 
When he turned his head 
Passing on the road that night, 

Mine would walk being dead. 


V 

CRAZY JANE ON GOD 

That lover of a night 
Came when he would, 
Went in the dawning light 
Whether I would or no: 
Men come, men go; 

All things remain in Gad. 

Banners choke the sky; 
Men-at-arms tread; 
Armoured horses neigh 
Where the great battle was 
In the narrow pass: 

All tiinos remain in Cad. 
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Before their eyes a house 
That from childhood stood 
Uninhabited, ruinous, 
Suddenly lit up 
From door to top: 

All thinos remain in Cod. 


I had wild Jack for a lover; 
Though like a road 

O 

That men pass over 
My body makes no moan 
But sings on: 

All things remain in Cod. 


VI 

CRAZY JANE TALKS WITH THE BISHOP 

I MET the Bishop on the road 
And much said he and L 
^Those breasts are flat and fallen notVj 
Those veins must soon be dry; 

Live in a heavenly mansion, 

Not in some foul sty/ 

‘Fair and foul are near of kin, 

And fair needs foul,' I cried. 

‘My frien4s are gone, but that's a truth 
Nor grave nor bed denied, 

Learned in bodily lowliness 
And in the heart's pride. 


‘A woman can be proud and stiff 
When on love intent; 

But Love has pitched his mansion m 
The place of excrement; 

For nothing can be sole^or whole 
That has not been rent.’ 


\ai 

CRAZY JANE GROWN OLD LOOKS AT THE 

DANCERS 

I found that ivory image there 

Dancing with her chosen youth, 

But when he wound her coal-Diacj-. tia 
As though to strangle her, no scream 
Or bodily movement did I dare, 

Eyes under eyelids did so gleam; 

Love is lih th lion’s tooth. 

When she, and though some said she played 
I said that she had danced heart s trutn. 
Drew a knife to strike b.m deau, 

I could but leave him to his fate; 

For no matter what is said 
They had all that had their hate. 

Love is lih the Hons tooth. 

Did he die or did she die: 

Seemed to die or died they both? 
r,nrl be with the times when I 



Cared not a thraneen for what chanced 
So that I had the limbs to try 
Such a dance as there was danced— 
Love is like the lions tooths 


VIII 

GIKVS SONG 

I WENT out alone 
To sing a song or nvo^ 

My fancy on a man^ 

And you know who. 

Another came in sight 
That on a stick relied 
To hold himself upright; 

I sat and cried. 

And that was all my song— 
When everjThing is told, 
Saw I an old man young 
Or young man old? 


IX 

YOUNG MAN’S SONG 

'She will change/ I cried, 
'Into a withered crone/ 
The heart in my side, 
That so still had lain, 
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Love is nearer death. 

Prove that I lie- 

XI 

HIS CONFIDENCE 

Undying love to buy 
I wrote upon 
The corners of this eye 
All wrongs done. 

What payment were enough 
For undying love? 

I broke my heart in two 
So hard I struck. 

What matter? for I know 
That out of rock, 

Out of a desolate source, 
Love leaps upon its course. 


XII 

LOVE’S LONELINESS 

Old fathers, great-grandfathers, 
Rise as kindred should. 

If ever lover’s loneliness 
Came where you stood, 

Pray that Heaven protect us 
That protect your blood. 

The mountain throws a shadow, 
Thin is the moon’s horn; 
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THREE THINGS 

'O CRUEL Death, give three things back/ 
Sang a hone upon the shore; 

child found all a child can lack, 
Whether of pleasure or of rest, 

Upon the abundance of nay breastk 
A bone xvave-wkitened and dried in the wind* 

'Three dear things that women know/ 
Sang a bone upon the shore; 

'A man if I but held him so 
When my body w^as alive ^ ^ 

Found all the pleasure that life gavek 
A hone wave-whitened and dried in tne wind* 

The third thing that I think of yet/ 
Sang a hone upon the shore, 

Is that morning when I met 
Face to face my rightful man 
And did after stretch and yawnk 
A hone wave-whitened and dried in the wind* 


XVI 

LULLABY 

Beloved, may your sleep be sound 
That have found it where you fed* 
What were all the w^orld s alarms 
To mighty^ Paris when he found 
Sleep upon a golden bed 
That first dawm in Helen's arms? 
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Our minds are at their best this night, 
And I seem, to know 
That everj^thing outside us is 
Mad as the mist and snow. 


Horace there by Ho,mer stands, 

Plato stands below, 

And here is Tally’s open page. 

How many years ago 

Were you and I unlettered lads 

Mad as the mist and snow? 

You ask what makes me sigh, old friend, 
What makes me shudder so? 

I shudder and I sigh to think 
That even Cicero 
And many-minded Homer were 
Mad as the mist and snow. 


XIX 

THOSE DANCING DAYS ARE GONE 

Come, let me sing into your ear; 
Those dancing days are gone, 

All that silk and satin gear; 

Crouch upon a stone, 

Wrapping that foul body up 
In as foul a rag: 

I carry the sun in a golden cup^ 

The moon in a silver hag. 
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In that outlandisli g 
One selitarv’ man 






Had turned his stately head. 
'That is a long way oif, 

And time runs on/ he said, 

'And the night grows rough/ 

'I arn of Ireland, 

And the Holy Land of Ireland^ 

And time runs onf cried she. 

^CoTue out of charity 

And dance with me in Ireland/ 

'The fiddlers are all thumbs, 

Or the fiddle-string accursed, 
The drums and the kettledrums 
And the trumpets all are burst, 
And the trombone,' cried he, 
'The trumpet and trombone,' 
And cocked a malicious eye, 
'But time runs on, runs on/ 

‘I am of Ireland, 

And the Holy Land of Ireland, 

And time runs on,' cried she. 

^Come out of charity 

And dance with me in Ireland/ 


XXI 

THE DANCER AT CRUACHAN AND CRO-PATRICK 

I, PROCLAIMING that there is 
Among birds or beasts or men 
One that is perfect or at peace> 
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XXIII 


TOM AT CRUACHAN 

On Cruachan’s plain slept he 
That must sing in a rhyme 
What most could shake his soul: 
‘The stallion Eternity 
Mounted the mare of Time, 
’Gat the foal of the world.’ 


xxrv 

OLD TOM AGAIN 

Things out of perfection sail, 

And all their swelling canvas wear. 
Nor shall the self-begotten fail 
Though fantastic men suppose 
Building-yard and stormy shore. 
Winding-sheet and swaddling-clothes. 


XXV 

THE DELPHIC ORACLE UPON PLOTINUS 

Behold that great Plotinus swim, 
Buffeted by such seas; 

Bland Rhadamanthus beckons him, 
But the Golden Race looks dim. 

Salt blood blocks his eyes. 
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WOMAN YOUNG AND OLD 


I 

FATHER AND CHILD 

She hears me strike the board and say 
That she is under ban 
Of all good men and women, 

Beinw mentioned with a man 
Tha°has the worst of all bad names; 
And thereupon replies 
That his hair is beautiful, ^ 

Cold as the March wind his eyes. 


n 

BEFORE THE WORLD WAS MADE 

If I make the lashes dark 
And the eyes more bright 
And the lips more scarlet, 

Or ask if all be right 
From mirror after mirror, 

No vanity’s displayed: 

I’m looking for the face I had 
Before the world was made. 

What if I look upon a man 
As though on my beloved, 
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IV 


HER TRIUMPH 

t 


I DID the dragon's will until you came 


The let 

Because I had fancied love a casual 



Improvisation, or a settled game 


Of mo V 

That followed if I let the kerchief fall: 



Those deeds were best that gave the minute wings 


Scarce sa 

And heavenly music if they gave it wit; 


Or feuna 

And then you stood among the dragon-rings. 


On the r 

I mocked, being crazy, but you mastered it 


"n £* T 

U ^ V ^ 4. 4. 

And broke the chain and set my ankles free, 


a 

Saint George or else a pagan Perseus; 

And now we stare astonished at the sea, 


X 

And a miraculous strange bird shrieks at us. 

t 

\ __ 

V 


Bv some 

CONSOLATION 



0 BUT there is wisdom 




In what the sages said; The Zee 

But stretch that body for a while 

And lay down that head 

Till I have told the sages 

Where man is comforted. 

How could passion run so deep 
Had I never thought 
That the crime of being born 
Blackens all our lot? 

But where the crime^s committed 
The crime can be forgot* 

o 


I 
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while his loud song reproves 
The murderous stealth of dap* 

He. Daylight already flies 

From mountain crest to crest* 

She. That light is from the moon* 

He. That bird * * * 

She. Let him sing on, 

I offer to love's play 
My dark declivities. 

VIII 

HER VISION IN THE WOOD 

Dry timber under that rich foliage, 

At wine-dark midnight in the sacred wood, 

Too old for a man's love I stood in rage 
Imagining men. Imagining that I could 
A greater with a lesser pang assuage 
Or but to find if withered vein ran blood, 

I tore my body that its wine might cover 
Whatever could recall the lip of lover. 

And after that I held my fingers up, 

Stared at the wine-dark nail, or dark that ran 
Down evet}^ withered finger from the top; 

But the dark changed to red, and torches shone, 
And deafening music shook the leaves ; a troop 
Shouldered a litter with a wounded man, 

Or smote upon the string and to the sound 
Sang of the beast that gave the fatal wound. 
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IX 


A LAST CONFESSION 

Wkat livelv !ai ixosc rleisured me 
Of all that mim me lav: 

I answer that I ^ave my soul 
And loved in misem. 

But had gyeat pleasure noth a lad 
Thar I loved hodilv* 

FI inning from, his armis I laughed 
To think his passion such 
He rancied that I gave a soul 
Did but our bodies touch, 
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And laughed upon his breast to think 
Beast gave beast as much. 

I gave what other women gave 
That stepped out of their clothes^ 

But when this soul, its body off, 
Naked to naked goes, 

He it has found shall find therein 
What none other knows, 

And give his owm and take his own 
And rule in his own right; 

And though it loved in misery 
Close and cling so tight. 

There’s not a bird of day that dare 
Extinguish that delight* 


X 

MEETING 

Hidden by old age awhile 
In masker’s cloak and hood, 

Each hating what the other loved, 
Face to face tve stood: 

‘That I have met with such,’ said he, 
‘Bodes me little good.’ 

‘Let others boast their fill,’ said I, 
‘But never dare to boast 
That such as I had such a man 
For lover in the past; 

Say that of living men I hate 
Such a man the most.’ 
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NARRATI\^E AND DRAMATIC 









THE WANDERING, 

1 o O 


S OF OISIN 
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^Give me the world if Thou wilt, but grant me an asylum for my 
affections ^—TuLKA 


V. 
















But down to her feet white vesture flowed, 

And with the glimmering crimson glowed 
Of many a figured embroidery; 

And it was bound with a pearl-pale shell 
That wavered like the summer streams, 

As her soft bosom rose and felL 

S. Patrick You are still wrecked among heathen dreams, 

Oisin. AVhy do you wind no horn?' she said. 

^And every hero droop his head? 

The hornless deer is not more sad 
That many a peaceful moment had, 

More sleek than any granary mouse, 

In his own leafy forest house 
Among the waving fields of fern: 

The hunting of heroes should be glad/ 

*0 pleasant woman,' answered Finn, 

AVe think on Oscar's pencilled urn. 

And on the heroes lying slain 
On Gabhra's raven-covered plain; 

But w^here are your noble kith and kin, 

And from what country do you ride?' 

*My father and my mother are 
Aengus and Edain, my own name 
Niamh, and my country far 
Beyond the tumbling of this tide/ 

AVhat dream came with you that you came 
Through bitter tide on foam-wet feet? 

Did your companion wander away 
From wiiere the birds of Aengus wing?' 
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Trxre ;vs.s no er mine 
Into a desperate guipn or ^ovel 
^Ycu cniv tvm I tven/ I cried, 

'And I Will ma^e a thousand songs, 

And set vour name all names ahove, 
x4nd captives bound witln leathern thon 
Shall kneel and praise you. one by one, 
At evening in my western dun/ 

'O OLsin, mount by me and ride 
To shores by the wash of the rremulou 
Where men have heaped no btirial-mot 
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And the days pass by like a waytvard tune, 

Where broken faith has never been known, 

And the blushes of first love never have flown; 
And there I will give you a hundred hounds; 

No mightier creatures bay at the moon; 

And a hundred robes of murmuring silk. 

And a hundred calves and a hundred sheep 
Whose long wool whiter than sea-froth flows. 
And a hundred spears and a hundred bows, 

And oil and wine and honey and milk. 

And always never-anxious sleep; 

While a hundred youths, mighty of limb, 

But knowing nor tumult nor hate nor strife. 

And a hundred ladies, merry as birds. 

Who when they dance to a fitful measure 
Have a speed like the speed of the salmon herds, 
Shall follow your horn and obey your whim. 

And you shall know the Danaan leisure; 

And Niamh be with you for a wife.’ 

Then she sighed gently. It grows late. 

Music and love and sleep await, 

Where I would be when the white moon climbs. 
The red sun falls and the world grows dim.’ 

And then I mounted and she bound me 
With her triumphing arms around me. 

And whispering to herself enwoxmd me; 

But when the horse had felt my weight. 

He shook himself and neighed three times: 
Caoilte, Conan, and Finn came near. 

And wept, and raised their lamenting hands. 
And bid me stay, with many a tear; 

But we rode out from the human lands. 
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In what far kingionr do yen go._ ^ 

Ah, Ferdans, '.v;rh the shield and bo’,v? 

Or are veu phar.to~s v/r/he as snoiT, 

Whose lips han -ire s mesr rrcsperoizs glow.' 
O yon, -.-•hh ivhono in sloping ralleys, 

Or ■zz'Vt’r^ tr.e cehvv tcrest a,*.ic:ys, 

X cti. J-A. t 

Yvlrh v/ncni I nurOc tne ni:rr;:ng spear, 
And heard the fremen’s hnclders rarr^e. 

And arone me neaving ranges cr name: 

And Bran, Sceolan, ana Lcnra:r, 

Wnere are you mim year long rougn nairr 
Yon no no: 0%-here the red deer feeds,^ 

Xor rear :he foemen from their sreeds- 



S. Boas: nor, nor mourn '.virh drooping hea'B 

Companions lon^ aconrsr ana aeaa. 

And nounos Bor cenruries amr ana air* 
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^Were these two born in the Danaan land, 

Or have they breathed the mortal air?' 

'Vex them no longer/ Niamh said, 

And sighing bowed her gentle head, 

And sighing laid the pearly tip 
Of one long finger on my lip* 

But now the moon like a white rose shone 
In the pale west, and the sun's rim sank, 

And clouds arrayed their rank on rank 
About his fading crimson ball: 

The floor of Almhuin's hosting hall 
Was not more level than the sea, 

As, full of loving fantasy, 

And with low murmurs, we rode on, 

Where many a trumpet-twisted shell 
That in immortal silence sleeps 
Dreaming of her own melting hues, 

Her golds, her ambers, and her blues, 

Pierced with soft light the shallowing deeps* 
But now a wandering land breeze came 
And a far sound of feathery quires; 

It seemed to blow from the dying flame. 
They seemed to sing in the smouldering fires* 
The horse tow^ards the music raced, 

Neighing along the lifeless waste; 

Like sooty fingers, many a tree 
Rose ever out of the warm sea; 

And they were trembling ceaselessly, 

As though they all were beating time, 

Upon the centre of the sun. 

To that low laughing woodland rhyme* 
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And laughed like murmurs of the sea; 

But Niamh with a swift distress 
Bid them away and hold their peace; 

And when they heard her voice they ran 
And knelt there, every girl and man, 

And kissed, as they would never cease, 

Her pearl-pale hand and the hem of her dress. 

She bade them bring us to the hail 
Where Aengus dreams, from sun to sun, 

A Druid dream of the end of days 

When the stars are to wane and the world be done. 

They led us by long and shadowy ways 
Where drops of dew in myriads fall, 

And tangled creepers every hour 
Blossom in some new crimson flower, 

And once a sudden laughter sprang 
From all their lips, and once they sang 
Together, while the dark woods rang. 

And made in all their distant parts. 

With boom of bees in honey-marts, 

A rumour of delighted hearts. 

And once a lady by my side 
Gave me a harp, and bid me sing_. 

And touch the laughing silver string; 

But when I sang of human joy 
A sorrow wrapped each merry face. 

And, Patrick! by your beard, they wept, 

Until one came, a tearful boy; 

‘A sadder creature never stept 

Than this strange human bard,’ he cried; 

And caught the silver harp away. 

And, weeping over the white strings, hurled 
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Folded like a frozen fly; 

Then mock at Death and Time with glances 
And wavering arms and wandering dances. 

‘Men’s hearts of old were drops of flame 
That from the saffron morning came, 

Or drops of silver joy that fell 
Out of the moon’s pale twisted shell; 

But now hearts cry that hearts are slaves, 

And toss and turn in narrow caves; 

But here there is nor law nor rule. 

Nor have hands held a weary tool; 

And here there is nor Change nor Death, 

But only kind and merry breath. 

For joy is God and God is joy.’ 

With one long glance for girl and boy 
And the pale blossom of the moon. 

He fell into a Druid swoon. 

And in a wild and sudden dance 
We mocked at Time and Fate and Chance 
And swept out of the wattled hall 
And came to where the dewdrops fall 
Among the foamdrops of the sea. 

And there we hushed the revelry; 

And, gathering on our brows a frown, 

Bent aU our swaying bodies down. 

And to the waves that glimmer by 
That sloping green De Danaan sod 
Sang, ‘God is joy and joy is God, 

And things that have grown sad are wicked. 
And things that fear tlie dawn of the morrow 
Or the grey wandering osprey Sorrow.’ 
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Like bubbles in a frozen pond; 

But we in a lonely land abide 
Unchainable as the dim tide. 

With hearts that know nor law nor rule, 
And hands that hold no wearisome tool, 
Folded in love that fears no morrow, 
Nor the grey wandering osprey Sorrow.’ 


O Patrick! for a hundred years 
I chased upon that woody shore 
The deer, the badger, and the boar. 

O Patrick! for a hundred years 
At evening on the glimmering sands. 
Beside the piled-up hunting spears. 
These now outworn and withered hands 
Wrestled among the island bands. 

O Patrick! for a hundred years 
We went a-fishing in long boats 
With bending sterns and bending bows, 
And carven figures on their prows 
Of bitterns and fish-eating stoats. 

O Patrick! for a hundred years 
The gentle Niamh was my wife; 

But now two things devour my life; 
The things that most of all I hate: 
Fasting and prayers. 

S. Patrick. Tell on. 

Oisin. Yes, yes, 

For these were ancient Oisin’s fate 
Loosed long ago from Fleaven’s gate, 
For his last days to lie in wait. 


I touncL in tnsc tcrg^ttinncss 
Of dreamy feam a stam cf meed 
From seme cean ’ivamcr s orcxen mrxei 
I tnrned it in mm nands; tde stains 
Of war were cn it, and I wept, 

Remiemfoering new the Fenians step: 

Along the blcod-hedahbled plains, 

Equal to good or grievous chance: 

Thereon yoimo Xiamn scrtlv cam.e 
And caught mne hands, but spake no word 
Save ordy mmny tim.es myc nam.e, 

In mnumnurs, like a frighted bird. 

We passed by woods, and lawns cf clover^ 
And found the horse and bridled him, 

For we knew well the old was over. 

I heard one sav, ^His eves crow dim 
With ail the ancient serreve cf m.en'*; 

And wranued :n dream.s roue out again 
With hcofs cd the pale nndrinny 
Over the olimLm.ennn nurrie sea. 

Under the golden evening light. 

The Immortals m.oved am.cng the rcaotains 
By rivers and the woods' old nigh:: 

Some danced like shadows on me miOuncains, 
Some wandered ever hand in hand; 

Or sat in dreams on the pale strand^ 

Each forehead like an obscure star 
Bent down above each hooked knee. 

And sang, and with a dreamy gaze 
Watched where the sun in a saffron blaze 
Was situnbering hair in the sea-ways; 

And, as they sang, the painted birds 
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Kept time with their bright wings and feet; 

Like drops of honey came their words, 

But fainter than a young lamb's bleat» 

^An old man stirs the fire to a blaze, 

In the house of a child, of a friend, of a brother. 

He has over-lingered his welcome; the days. 

Grown desolate, whisper and sigh to each other; 

He hears the storm in the chimney above, 

And bends to the fire and shakes with the cold, 
While his heart still dreams of battle and love. 

And the cry of the hounds on the hills of old. 

^But we are apart in the grassy places. 

Where care cannot trouble the least of our days, 

Or the softness of youth be gone from our faces, 

Or love's first tenderness die in our gaze. 

The hare grows old as she plays in the sun 
And gazes around her with eyes of brightness; 
Before the swift things that she dreamed of were done 
She limps along in an aged whiteness; 

A storm of birds in the Asian trees 
Like tulips in the air a-winging, 

And the gentle waves of the summer seas, 

That raise their heads and wander singing, 

Must murmur at last, '^Unjust, unjust"; 

And ‘'My speed is a weariness," falters the mouse, 
And the kingfisher turns to a ball of dust, 

And the roof falls in of his tunnelled house. 

But the love-dew dims our eyes till the day 
When God shall come from the sea with a sigh 
And bid the stars drop down from the sky. 

And the moon like a pale rose wither away/ 
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Burst from a great door marred by many a blow 
From mace and sword and pole-axe, long ago 
When gods and giants warred. We rode between 
The seaweed-covered pillars; and the green 
And surging phosphorus alone gave light 
On our dark pathway, till a countless flight 
Of moonlit steps glimmered; and left and right 
Dark statues glimmered over the pale tide 
Upon dark thrones. Between the lids of one 
The imaged meteors had flashed and run 
And had disported in the stilly jet, 

And the fixed stars had dawned and shone and set, 
Since God made Time and Death and Sleep: the other 
Stretched his long arm to where, a misty smother, 
The stream churned, churned, and churned—his lips 
apart. 

As though he told his never-slumbering heart 
Of every foamdrop on its misty way. 

Tying the horse to his vast foot that lay 
Half in the unvesselled sea, we climbed the stair 
And climbed so long, I thought the last steps were 
Hung from the morning star; when these mild words 
Fanned the delighted air like wings of birds: 

‘My brothers spring out of their beds at morn, 
A-murmur like young partridge: with loud horn 
They chase the noontide deer; 

And when the dew-drowned stars hang in the air 
Look to long fishing-lines, or point and pare 
An ashen hunting spear. 

O sigh, O fluttering sigh, be kind to me; 

Flutter along the froth lips of the sea, 

And shores the froth lips wet: 






But fly while still you may/ 

And thereon I: 

^This demon shall be battered till he die, 

And his loose bulk be thrown in the loud tide/ 

^Flee from him,^ pearl-pale Niamh weeping cried, 
^For all men flee the demons/* but moved not 
My angry king-remembering soul one jot. 

There was no mightier soul of Heber's line; 

Now it is old and mouse-like* For a sign 
I burst the chain: still earless, nerveless, blind, 
Wrapped in the things of the unhuman mind, 

In some dim memory or ancient mood, 

Still earless, nerveless, blind, the eagles stood* 

And then we climbed the stair to a high door; 

A hundred horsemen on the basalt floor 
Beneath had paced content: we held our way 
And stood within: clothed in a misty ray 
I saw a foam-white seagull drift and float 
Under the roof, and with a straining throat 
Shouted, and hailed him: he hung there a star, 

For no man^s cry shall ever mount so far; 

Not even your God could have thrown down that hall; 
Stabling His unloosed lightnings in their stall. 

He had sat down and sighed with cumbered heart, 
As though His hour were come* 


We sought the part 

That was most distant from the door; green slime 
Made the way slippery, and time on time 
Showed prints of sea-born scales, while down 
through it 
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I waited hour by hour, and the high dome, 
Windowless, pillarless, multitudinous home 
Of faces, waited; and the leisured gaze 
Was loaded with the memory of days 
Buried and mighty. When through the great door 
The dawn came in, and glimmered on the floor 
With a pale light, I journeyed round the hail 
And found a door deep sunken in the wall, 

The least of doors; beyond on a dim plain 
A little runnel made a bubbling strain. 

And on the runnel's stony and bare edge 
A dusky demon dry as a withered sedge 
Swayed, crooning to himself an unknown tongue: 

In a sad revelry he sang and swung 
Bacchant and mournful, passing to and fro 
His hand along the runnel’s side, as though 
The flowers still grew there: far on the sea’s waste 
Shaking and waving, vapour vapour chased. 

While high frail cloudlets, fed with a green light. 
Like drifts of leaves, immovable and bright. 

Hung in the passionate dawn. He slowly turned: 

A demon’s leisure: eyes, first white, now burned 
Like wings of kingfishers; and he arose 
Barking. We trampled up and down with blows 
Of sword and brazen battle-axe, while day 
Gave to high noon and noon to night gave way; 

And when he knew the sword of Manannan 
Amid the shades of night, he changed and ran 
Through many shapes; I lunged at the smooth throat 
Of a great eel; it changed, and I but smote 
A fir-tree roaring in its leafless top; 

And thereupon I drew the livid chop 
Of a drowned dripping body to my breast; 

342 





Thos: 

‘ n’/o 


.e carnrin 

0 mir 

:e and meat 

and 

bread, 

And net-^ed mv 

vtcunns 

mint 

unouents cut of dower; 

Tha: 

feed 

n/hi: 

:e moths 

ov sc 

--e De D.--r. 

am s. 

nrine; 

Tr.er. 

in tf 


iit ni 

” *- -»p- 

dim sea-sh: 

ne. 


Y\'e : 

an on 

smns of ette 

rs, ar 

in nramn wine, 


3re7,-' 

en O’V 

the 

s_ea-gais. 

. fror 

■* 

n nuge cups 

> tna: 



: nte 

hps 

cr sea-rc^ 

as in 

tneir dir: 



Ar.£ 

then 

cn n 

Leaned-cp 

skin 

s of otters s 




And Tvnen the stin cnce mere in sinrtn stepr. 
Rolling rds nagrani ndteel cut of tne deep, 
"We sane tne Aves ann angers ivitnctit ^.eep, 
And all tne exultant *arours c: tne strong. 



S. F.ztricL 
Are choken tvttn : 
For God nas near< 
Go cast t our a-.C'u.^ 
For He nas wrou^ 





Oisin. Saint, do you weep? I hear amid the thunder 
The Fenian horses; armour torn asunder; 

Laughter and cries. The armies clash and shock, 
And now the daylight-darkening ravens flock. 
Cease, cease, O mournful, laughing Fenian horn! 

We feasted for three days. On the fourth morn 
I found, dropping sea-foam on the wide stair. 
And hung with slime, and whispering in his hair, 
That demon dull and unsubduable; 

And once more to a day-long battle fell, 

And at the sundown threw him in the surge, 

To lie until the fourth morn saw emerge 
His new-healed shape; and for a hundred years 
So warred, so feasted, with nor dreams nor fears, 
Nor languor nor fatigue: an endless feast, 

An endless war. 


The hundred years had ceased; 

I stood upon the stair: the surges bore 
A beech-bough to me, and my heart grew sore, 
Remembering how I had stood by white-haired Finn 
Under a beech at Almhuin and heard the thin 
Outcry of bats. 

And then young Niamh came 
Holding that horse, and sadly called my name; 

I mounted, and we passed over the lone 
And drifting greyness, while this monotone, 

Surly and distant, mixed inseparably 
Into the clangour of the wind and sea. 

hear my soul drop down into decay, 

And Manannan's dark tower, stone after stone, 
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Gather sea-shme and fad the seatrard war, 

And the moon ecad the waters night and day, 
Xnac ad oe overtnrontn* 

\\ ar on me mianticst men tinner me sKies, 

Anc. mev ’’^ave taii^en cr tien, ane arter aoc. 

Light is marhs love, and lighter is mards rage; 
Hts purpose drirts and mesh 

And then lost Xiamh murmured. *Ltve, we go 
To the Island of Forgetfulness, ror Id 
The Islands of Dancing and of hlcteries 
xAre emprc of all rower/ 

*And which of these 

Is the Island of Content^ 

‘None know/' she said; 
lAnd on muc bosom, laid her tveeping head. 


BOOK in 

Fled foam underneath us, and round us. a wandering 
and miikv smoKC, 

High as the saddle-girth, covering away from out 
glances the tide; 

And these that Sec, and that followed, from the foam- 
pale distance broke; 

The immortal desire of Immortals wc sm/ in their 
faces, and sighed. 
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I mused on the chase with the Fenians, and Bran, 
Sceolan, Lomair, 

And never a song sang Niamh, and over my finger-tips 

Came now the sliding of tears and sweeping of mist- 
cold hair. 

And now the warmth of sighs, and after the quiver of 
lips. 

Were we days long or hours long in riding, when, 
rolled in a grisly peace. 

An isle lay level before us, with dripping hazel and oak’ 

And we stood on a sea’s edge we saw not; for whiter 
than new-washed fleece 

Fled foam underneath us, and round us, a wandering 
and milky smoke. 

And we rode on the plains of the sea’s edge; the sea’s 
edge barren and grey. 

Grey sand on the green of the grasses and over the 
dripping trees. 

Dripping and doubling landward, as though they would 
hasten away. 

Like an army of old men longing for rest from the 
moan of the seas. 

But the trees grew taller and closer, immense in their 
wrinkling bark; 

Dropping; a murmurous dropping; old silence and that 
one sound; 

For no live creatures lived there, no weasels moved in 
the dark: 

Long sighs arose in our spirits, beneath us bubbled the 
ground. 
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And the e:ars of the horse went sinking 
hollow ni^nt* 

For, as drirc from a sailor s.ow arown:n2 
the "^rcrid anc me sun. 

Ceased on cur hands anc cur races, on 


away in the 


he nleams ot 
azel and oak 


iear, tne ,.ignr. 

And the stars were r,.o:tec aoove us, a: 
the world was one. 


whole of 


Till the horse gave a whinny: tor, curnnrous w:: 
of the hazel and cak, 

A valley cowed down from his hoots, anc tner 
long grass -.auj 

Under the siarlihct and shadow, a monstrous s. 


5tem.s 

m tne 
mher- 


ing folk, 

Their naked and gleamciig bodies pourec out and 
heaped in the way. 



Could sleep on a couch or rusnes, a: 
and inlaid, 


And more comiely chan man can 
bronze and silver and golc. 



And each or the huge white creatures was huger than 

fourscore men: 

The tops of their ears were feathered, their hands were 
the claws of birds, 
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And, shaking the plumes of the grasses and the leaves 
of the mural glen, 

The breathing came from those bodies, long warless, 
grown whiter than curds. 


The wood was so spacious above them, that He who 
has stars for His flocks 

Could fondle the leaves with His fingers, nor go from 
His dew-cumbered skies; 

So long were they sleeping, the owls had builded their 
nests in their locks. 

Filling the fibrous dimness with long generations of 
eyes. 


And over the limbs and the valley the slow owls wan¬ 
dered and came, 

Now in a place of star-fire, and now in a shadow-place 
wide; 

And the chief of the huge white aeatures, his knees in 
the soft star-flame. 

Lay loose in a place of shadow: we drew the reins by 
his side. 


Golden the nails of his bird-claws, flung loosely along 
the dim ground; 

In one was a branch soft-shining with bells more many 
than sighs 

In midst of an old man^s bosom; owls ruffling and 
pacing around 

Sidled their bodies against him, filling the shade with 
their eyes. 


And my ^aze was t 
since me world 
In realms where t 
Ciianicurs dv Ue 
Have faces alive w: 

salt eye of man 
Yet v/earc with pas; 
seas were voun. 


i4nd I gazed on tn 
sung by the 3e, 

I saw how rnose sit 
ing in grasses c 

O’ O ^ 

Of w’ars with the v 
the wandering 

Laid hands on the 
of unhum.an sL 

Snatching the horn 
note. 

Cam.e sound from t 
tne stimno" ct 

' He, shaking the fo 
of his throat. 

Watched m.e with ; 
his eyes. 

I cried, “Come out 
gold! 

And tell of your 
"works of your 
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Ar.d mv gaze was tr.ron^ed witli tde sleepers; gO;, not 
sirxe me ^vcrld oegan. 

In realms where the handsome vrere many, nor in 
glamours ov demxns hung^ 

Have faces ahve with such heaum been known, to the 
salt eye cr man^ 

Yet wearv with oassions that mded when the sevenfold 
seas were young. 

And I gazed on the he,Il-branch, sleep’s rorehear., tar 
sung bv the Sennachies. 

I saw how dnose slumherers, groivn weamu there camp¬ 
ing in grasses deep, 

Of w’ars with the wide world and pacing the shores of 
the wandering seas, 

Laid hands on the bell-branch and swayed it, and fed 
of iiGh,uman sleep. 


Snatching the horn of Niamh, I blew a Ic: 
note. 

Camx sound from those m.onstrous sleepers, 
the stirring of dies. 

' He, shaking the fold ot his ^ips, and neavir 
of his throat, 

Watched me with mournful wonder cut or 
his eyes. 


ound like 
the pillar 
e wells of 


I cried, 'Comx out of the shadow, king of the nails of 
gold! 

i\nd tell of your gooilv household and the goodly 
ivorKS or your naiidsj 
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TThst wc ins-y muse in tlic sts.riiglit s.ncd ts-llc of tlic 
battles of old; 

Your questioner, Oisin, is worthy, he comes from the 
Fenian lands/ 

Half open his eyes were, and held me, dull with the 
smoke of their dreams; 

His lips moved slowly in answer, no answer out of 

them came; t n i i t 

Then he swayed in his fingers the beil-brancn, slow 

dropping a sound in faint streams 
Softer than snow-hakes in April and piercing the mar¬ 
row like flame. 

Wrapt in the wave of that music, with weariness more 

than of earth, ^ i i -i 

The moil of my centuries filled me; and gone like a 

sea-covered stone 

Were the memories of the whole of my sorrow and the 
memories of the whole of my mirth, 

And a softness came from the starlight and filled me 
full to the bone. 

In the roots of the grasses, the sorrels, I laid my body 
as low; 

And the pearl-pale Niamh lay by me, her brow on the 

midst of my breast; ^ 

And the horse was gone in the distance, and years arter 

years ^gan flow; 

Square leaves of the ivy moved over us, binding us 
down to our rest. 






Dark Balor, as old as a forest, car-borne, his mighty 
head sunk 

Helpless, men lifting the lids of his weary and death¬ 
making eye. 

And by me, in soft red raiment, the Fenians moved in 

loud streams, j -i i 

And Grania, walking and smiling, sewed with her 

needle of bone. 

So lived I and lived not, so wrought I and wrought not, 
with creatures of dreams. 

In a long iron sleep, as a fish in the water goes dumb as 
a stone. 

At times our slumber was lightened. When the sun was 

on silver or gold; , ■ i j' 

When brushed with the wings of the owls, in the dim¬ 
ness they love going by; i r 1 j 

When a glow-worm was green on a grass-ieat, lured 

from his lair in the mould; 

Half wakening, we lifted our eyelids, and gazed on the 
grass with a sigh. 

So watched I when, man of the croziers, at the heel of a 

century fell, . 

Weak, in the midst of the meadow, from his miles m 

the midst of the air, 

A starling like them that forgathered neath a moon 
waking white as a shell _ 

When the Fenians made foray at morning with Bran, 
Sceolan, Lomair. 
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I awoke: the strange horse without summons out of me 
distance ran, 

Th^ustin^ his nose to mv snoulcier; he Knew in his 
bosom deep 

That once more moveci in my Dcsom toe ancient sad¬ 
ness of man, 

And that I would leave the Immortals, their dimness, 
their dews drcmmv 5*eep, 


O, nad von seen beanrifd Niair.h grc'v ^vhire as the 
waters are white, 

Lord of the croziers, ycu even natt iirten ycur nines 
and wept: 

But, the bird in my fingers, I mounted, rem*emmermg 
alone that delight 

Of twilight and slumber were gone, and that boors im- 
patientlv srept. 


I cried, *'0 Xiamm! O white one! it 
ho tired, daw 

I mnust naze on the beard or Firm, and r 
old mien and young 

In the Fenians^ dwellings or wattle *ea 
boards and play. 

Ah, sweet to me now were even Da..d Co: 
tongue! 


tlv a twelve- 
:ve where the 
cn the chess- 
rf s slanderous 


Tike me were some gaiiev torsaken tar otr in Ivieridian 
isle, 

Rerneiiibering its Jong-oared companions, sails turning 
to threadbare rags; 
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No more to crawl on the seas with long oars mile after 
mile, 

But to be amid shooting of flies and flowering of rushes 
and flags/ 


Their motionless eyeballs of spirits grown mild with 
mysterious thought, 

Watched her those seamless faces from the valley's 
glimmering girth; 

As she murmured, 'O wandering Oisin, the strength 
of the bell-branch is naught, 

For there moves alive in your fingers the fluttering sad¬ 
ness of earth. 


'Then go through the lands in the saddle and see what 
the mortals do, 

And softly come to your Niamh over the tops of the 
tide; 

But weep for your Niamh, O Oisin, weep; for if only 
your shoe 

Brush lightly as haymouse earth's pebbles, you will 
come no more to my side. 


"O flaming lion of the world, O when will you turn to 
your resti' 

I saw from a distant saddle; from the earth she made 
her moan: 

1 would die like a small withered leaf in the autumn, 
for breast unto breast 

We shall mingle no more, nor our gazes empty their 
sweetness lone 
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In the isles of the rarthest seas where only the spirits 
come. 

Were the winds less soft than the breath of a pigeon 
who sleeps on her nest, 

Nor lost in the star-Sres and onours tne sound or tiie 
sea's vague drum: 

O fiamin^ lion of the worlu, O v'Cen win you turn to 
your rest?' 


The wailing; grew distant; I rode by the woods, cf the 

■ 1 iT t" 

wrinruing uarrv, 

Where ever is murmurous dropping, o.d suence ana 
that one sountl: 

For no live creatures live mere, no vtease^s m.ove in tne 
dark; 

In, a reverie forgetful of aii tnings. over tne nurc*ing 
^ound. 


Ar.d I rede 'ey the plains esf rr.e sea's edg 

e, vfnere all is 

Darren ana crev". 


Grev sand cn the green cr the grasses 

and ever the 

drippinv trees, 


Dripping and couchng ^anawara, as 

rhev 

■would hasten avray. 

rest from the 

Like an army cf old men longing tor 

moan of the seas. 



And the winds made the sands on. the sea's edge turning 
and turning go, 

As m.v mind made the names of the Fenia.iis. Far from 
the hazel and oait, 


355 




I rode away on the surges, where, high as the saddle¬ 
bow, ^ 

Fled foam underneath me, and round me, a wandering 
and milky smoke. 


Loner fled the foam-flakes around me, the winds fled 
out of the vast, 

Snatching the bird in secret; nor knew I, embosomed 
apart. 

When they froze the cloth on my body like armour 
riveted fast, 

For Remembrance, lifting her leanness, keened in the 
gates of my heart. 


Till, fattening the winds of the morning, an odour of 
new-mown hay 

Came, and my forehead fell low, and my tears like 
berries fell down; 

Later a sound came, half lost in the sound of a shore far 
away, 

From the great grass-barnacle calling, and later the 
shore-weeds brown. 

If I were as I once was, the strong hoofs crushing the 
sand and the shells, 

Coming out of the sea as the dawn comes, a chaunt of 
love on my lips, 

Not coughing, my head on my knees, and praying, and 
wroth with the bells, 

I would leave no saint's head on his body from Rachlin 
to Bera of ships. 
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Making way fror 

-j * i 

oriUie-patn 
Much wcndering 
w’oodwork itj 
Y our bell-mcunrs 
cairn and the 
And a sma^I and 
tccK and spi^ 


Or weeding or | 
much-toil wt 

While in this pi 
glorious, the: 

Awaiting in pan 
caught in yo 

Went the laughi 
roaring of w: 

And before I 
eves so brig: 

Came after the h 
bis head: 

And I rede and 
hum wolves 

So sleep thee oy 
a long timie 

A whitebeari s: 
of his face : 

And in folds ro: 
child withe 


Making way from the ^ini 
bridle-path 

Much wondering to see upon 
w’oodwork made, 

Your bell-mounred churcnes, 

cairn ctn*^ lune ret 

And a small and a feeble pop 

tocK ann spancj 


in2 surges, I rode on a 

all bands, of watdes and 

and ^'oarcicss tne sacred 
Li-.acc stoomn2 msr— 


Or wxedins or piougning witn races a-sdinin^ 
much-tcil wet; 


.vith 


While in this place and mat place, witn 
glorious, their chieftains stood. 
Awaiting in patience the straw-deatn, crc 
caught in your net: 

Went the laughter of scorn from my men 
roaring of wind in a wood. 


rocies un- 
ziered one, 
:th like the 


And before I tvent by them so huge and so speedy wild 


eves 




C,-aine after the^md gaze of youth, or an c:d man lirreu 
his head: 

And I rede and I rode, and I cried cur. ‘Tne Fenians 

hunt wolves m the night, ^ ^ ^ 

So sleep thee by dayiimed A voice cried. Tne Fenians 
a long timie are deadd 


A wnitebeard sroed nnsbed on rbe parhwav, the flesh 
of hiS face as cried grass, ^ 

And in folds ronnd his ejts and his mouth, he sad as a 

child without milk; 
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And the dreams of the islands were gone, and I knew 
how men sorrow and pass, 

And their hound, and their horse, and their love, and 
their eyes that glimmer like silk* 


And wrapping my face in my hair, I murmured, In 
old age they ceased'; 

And my tears were larger than berries, and I mur¬ 
mured, 'Where white clouds lie spread 

On Crevroe or broad Knockfefin, with many of old 
they feast 

On the floors of the gods.' He cried, 'No, the gods a 
long time are dead/ 

And lonely and longing for Niamh, I shivered and 
turned me about, 

The heart in me longing to leap like a grasshopper into 
her heart; 

I turned and rode to the westward, and followed the 
sea's old shout 

Till I saw where Maeve lies sleeping till starlight and 
midnight part. 


And there at the foot of the mountain, two carried a 
sack full of sand, 

They bore it with staggering and sweating, but fell 
with their burden at length. 

Leaning down from the gem-studded saddle, I flung it 
five yards with my hand, 

With a sob for men waxing so weakly, a sob for the 
Fenians' old strength. 

35a 


The rest you have heard ot, O croziered man; hovr, 
when divided tiie ^irthj 

I fell on the path, and the horse went awav like a sum¬ 
mer fly; ^ ^ 

And my years three hundred rell cn me, and I rose, ana 

walked on the earth, 

A 'Creeping old man, tuii or sleep, wirn the spiitie on 
his beard never dim 


How the m^en of the sand-sack showea m.e a cnurcn 
with its belfrc in air; 

Sorry nlace, where tor swing or tne ;var- 2 xe in m*\ -win^ 
eves tne crozier gleams: ^ 

What place have Caoilte ann Conan, ana arm, Sceo.an, 

Lomairr ^ ^ ^ 

Speak, you too are old with your memxries, an o.d man 
surrounded with dreams. 

S. Fjtrich Where the flesh cf the footscle clingeth on 
the burning stones is tneir pxce;^ ^ ^ 

p-g dem..ons whin them witn wires on tne 
burning stones cf wide He^i, 

Yfa^c^'^inv the blessed cnes m.cve far err, ana tne 
smne cn Cca s race, 

Between them a siatewav or crass, and tne trow., c.. wue 
angels who fen. 

Oisin. Put the sta£ in rr.y hands: for I go to the Fenians, 
O cleric, to chaant ^ , -n ■ 

The v.’ar-scn23 that roused them cf old; they wiii rise, 
makinr deads widi their breath. 

Innumerable, singing, exultant; the clay undemeatn 

them snail pant, . . t t j 

And demons be broken in pieces, and trampled 

beneath themi in deatn. 
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And demons afraid in their darkness; deep horror of 
eyes and of wings, 

Afraid, their ears on the earth laid, shall listen and 
rise up and weep; 

Hearing the shaking of shields and the quiver of 
stretched bowstrings, 

Hearing Hell loud witdi a murmur, as shouting and 
mocking we sweep. 

We will tear out the flaming stones, and batter the 
gateway of brass 

And enter, and none sayeth 'No' when there enters 
the strongly armed guest; 

Make clean as a broom cleans, and march on as oxen 
move over young grass; 

Then feast, making converse of wars, and of old 
wounds, and turn to our rest. 

S. FatricL On the flaming stones, without refuge, the 
limbs of the Fenians are tost; 

None war on the masters of Hell, who could break 
up the world in their rage; 

But kneel and wear out the flags and pray for your 
soul that is lost 

Through the demon love of its youth and its godless 
and passionate age. 

Oisin. Ah me! to be shaken with coughing and broken 
with old age and pain, 

Without laughter, a show unto children, alone with 
remembrance and fear; 

All emptied of purple hours as a beggar's cloak in 
the rain. 

As a hay-cock out on the flood, or a wolf sucked 
under a weir. 
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It were sad to gaze on the blessed and no man I !oveci 
of old there; 

I throw down the chain of small stonesi wnen life in 
mv body has ceased, 

I will go to Caoiiie, and Conan, and Bran, Sceolan, 

And dwell in the house of the Fenians, be they m 
fiames or at feast. 
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THE OLD 



THE OLD AGE OF QUEEN MAEVE 

1903, 




THE OLD AGE OF CLHEX !4AE\’E 


% 



ered v/icE beaten brenze 


AIae\'H die great queen was pacing rc anu rro, 
Berween the walls 
In Eer high Ec 
Flickering nut 


at CruacEan: the long neartn. 
h and hazed but half showed 


Or 




enches unuernearn me wa^*s, 
ole sleem living 5*ent 


; great nu 


Kad paced rr 
Though now in ne 
She had b 


who more man nait me 
door to Ere and Ere to doer. 


i age, in her poung age 
beautiiul in mat c*d way 
Thath all nut gone; lor me proud neari is^gonCj^^ 
And the fool heart of the counting-douse rears all 
Bur soft beaunc and indolent cesire. 

She could have called over the rim or tne wor.E 
Whatever woman's lover had mt ner ranev, ^ ^ 

And vet had been great-bodied and great-limbed, 
Fashioned to be the mother of strong children; 
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And she’d had lucky eyes and a high heart, 

And wisdom that caught fire like the dried flax, '' 

At need, and made her beautiful and fierce, 

Sudden and laughing. 

O unquiet heart. 

Why do you praise another, praising her. 

As if there were no tale but your own tale 
Worth knitting to a measure of sweet sound? 

Have I not bid you tell of that great queen 
Who has been buried some two thousand years? 

When night was at its deepest, a wild goose 
Cried from the porter’s lodge, and with long clamour 
Shook the ale-horns and shields upon their hooks; 

But the horse-boys slept on, as though some power 
Had filled the house with Druid heaviness; 

And wondering who of the many-changing Sidhe 
Had come as in the old times to counsel her, 

Maeve walked, yet with slow footfall, being old. 

To that small chamber by the outer gate. 

The porter slept, although he sat upright 
With still and stony limbs and open eyes. 

Maeve waited, and when that ear-piercing noise 
Broke from his parted lips and broke again. 

She laid a hand on either of his shoulders. 

And shook him wide awake, and bid him say 
Who of the wandering many-changing ones 
Had troubled his sleep. But all he had to say 
Was that, the air being heavy and the dogs 
More still than they had been for a good month. 

He had fallen asleep, and, though he had dreamed 
nothing. 

He could remember when he had had fine dreams. 
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Their haughty images that cannot wither, 

For all their beauty's like a hollow dream, 

Mirrored in streams that neither hail nor rain 
Nor the cold North has troubled?' 

He replied, 

T am from those rivers and I bid you call 
The children of the Maines out of sleep, 

And set them digging under Bual's hill. 

We shadows, while they uproot his earthy house, 
Will overthrow his shadows and carry off 
Caer, his blue-eyed daughter that I love. 

I helped your fathers when they built these walls, 
And I would have your help in my great need, 
Queen of high Cruachan/ 

T obey your will 
With speedy feet and a most thankful heart: 

For you have been, O Aengus of the birds. 

Our giver of good counsel and good luck/ 

And with a groan, as if the mortal breath 

Could but awaken sadly upon lips 

That happier breath had moved, her husband turned 

Face downward, tossing in a troubled sleep; 

But Maeve, and not with a slow feeble foot, 

Came to the threshold of the painted house 
Where her grandchildren slept, and cried aloud, 
Until the pillared dark began to stir 
With shouting and the clang of unhooked arms* 

She told them of the many-changing ones; 

And all that night, and all through the next day 
To middle night, they dug into the hill. 

At middle night great cats with silver claws, 

Bodies of shadow and blind eyes like pearls, 

Came up out of the hole, and red-eared hounds 
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In owing them the bride-bed that gives peace.’ 

Then Maeve: ‘O Aengus, Master of all lovers, 

A thousand years ago you held high talk 
With the first kings of many-pillared Cruachan. 

O when will you grow weary?’ _ B.4IL 

They had vanished; 

But out of the dark air over her head there came 
A murmur of soft words and meeting lips. 
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And there, for all that fools had said, 
Baile and Aillinn would be wed. 

They , found an old man running there: 
He had ragged long grass-coloured hair; 
He had knees that stuck out of his hose; 
He had puddle-water in his shoes; 

He had half a cloak to keep him dry, 
Although he had a squirrehs eye. 

0 v^aniering birds and rushy heds^ 

You put such folly in our heads 
With all this crying in the wind; 

No common love is to our mind^ 

And our poor Kate or Nan is less 
Than any whose unhappiness 
Awoke the harp-strings long ago. 

Yet they that know all things but know 
That all this life can give us is 
A child's laughter, a woman s kiss. 

Who was it put so great a scorn 
In the grey reeds that night and morn 
Are trodden and broken by the herds, 

And in the light bodies of birds 
The north wind tumbles to and fro 
And pinches among hail and snow? 

That runner said: T am from the south; 
I run to Baile Honey-Mouth, 

To tell him how the girl Aillinn 
Rode from the country of her kin, 

And old and young men rode with her: 
For all that country had been astir 
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If anvbcdy half as fair 
Had choser. a husrana arr.T.T.ere ^ 
But tvhera it cculd see her ever/ uay 
Wheu the- had riddeu a little tyay ^ 
Au old ~ar. caught tr.e r.crse s neac 
With: "You ntust honae again, anc^ 
With scmebodv in vour curn .anC. 

A voune man cried and KUse-- ne- ... 
“6 lady, vved tvith one cf us’ : 

And v/nen nC' face grew piteous 
For any gentle thing she spake, _ 
She fell a-nd died of the heart-rrea.i, 
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,£ sat retcre 
* his daor* 


Because a icvet s neart s v* oru 
Being tumbled and D’Xtvn acou^ 

By its own blind imagining^ 

And will believe inai anyn*mg 
That IS bad encugn ic ce d**e, 

Baile’s heart was brcken in Urvo; 

And be* beinn lar: 

Was carried to tr.t 
Where the Hojmd cf 
The brazen pn^ars ^ ^ 

His face bowed low tc weep me end ^ 
Of the harper’s daughmr and^her mend. 
For although years load passed away 
He always wept tnern on mat ^a\ * ^ 

For on that day they had been cerrayea; 
And noy that Hcr.ey-Mour.n is .aid 
Under a cairn or sieepi s->-.-e^ 

Before his eves, he has tears for none, 
Althoush he is carrcing sror.e, our r.vo 
For vOm the cairn’s out heaped a.new. 
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We hold, because our memory is 
So full of that thing and of this, 

That out of sight is out of mind. 

But the grey rush under the wind 
And the grey bird with crooked bill 
Have such long memories that they still 
Remember Deirdre and her man; 

And when we walk with Kate or Nan 
About the windy water-side, 

Our hearts can hear the voices chide. 

How could we be so soon content, 

Who know the way that Naoise went? 

And they have news of Deirdres eyes, 

Who being lovely was so wise — 

Ah! wise, my heart knows well how wise. 

Now had that old gaunt crafty one, 

Gathering his cloak about him, run 
Where Aillinn rode with waiting-maids, 

Who amid leafy lights and shades 
Dreamed of the hands that would unlace 
Their bodices in some dim place 
When they had come to the marriage-bed, 
And harpers, pacing with high head 
As though their music were enough 
To make the savage heart of love 
Grow gentle without sorrowing, 

Imagining and pondering 
Heaven knows what calamity; 

'Another's burned off,' cried he, 

'From heat and cold and wind and wave; 
They have heaped the stones above his grave 
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By a broad water-lily leaf; 

Or mice in the one wheaten sheaf 
Forgotten at the threshing-place; 

Or birds lost in the one clear space 
Of morning light in a dim sky; 

Or, it may be, the eyelids of one eye, 

Or the door-pillars of one house, 

Or two sweet blossoming apple-boughs 
That have one shadow on the ground; 

Or the two strings that made one sound 
Where that wise harper's finger ran* 

For this young girl and this young man 
Have happiness without an end, 

Because they have made so good a friend* 

They know all wonders, for they pass 
The towery gates of Gorias, 

And Findrias and Falias, 

And long-forgotten Murias, 

Among the giant kings whose hoard, 
Cauldron and spear and stone and sword, 
Was robbed before earth gave the wheat; 
Wandering from broken street to street 
They come where some huge watcher is. 

And tremble with their love and kiss* 

They know undying things, for they 
Wander where earth withers away. 

Though nothing troubles the great streams 
But light from the pale stars, and gleams 
From the holy orchards, where there is none 
But fruit that is of precious stone, 

Or apples of the sun and moon* 
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And winds and ponds cover more quiet woods, 

More shining winds, more star-glimmering ponds? 

Is Eden out of time and owf of space? 

And do you gather about us when pale light 
Shining on water and fallen among leaves, 

And winds blowing from flowers, and whirr offeathm 
And the green quiet, have uplifted the heart? 

I have made this poem for you, that men may read it 
Before they read of Forgael and Dectora, 

As men in the old times, before the harps began, 
Poured out wine for the high invisible ones, 
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PERSONS IN THE POEM 


S' 

Forgael 

Aibric 

Sailors 

Dectora 
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First Sailor. Better steer home, 

Whether he will or no; and better still 
To take him while he sleeps and carry him 
And drop him from the gunnel. 

Second Sailor. I dare not do it. 

WereT not that there is magic in his harp, 

I would be of your mind; but when he plays it 
Strange creatures flutter up before one's eyes, 

Or cry about one's ears. 

First Sailor. Nothing to fear. 

Second Sailor. Do you remember when we sank that 
galley 

At the full moon? 

First Sailor. He played all through the night. 

Second Sailor. Until the moon had set; and when I looked 
Where the dead drifted, I could see a bird 
Like a grey gull upon the breast of each. 

While I was looking they rose hurriedly, 

And after circling with strange cries awhile 
Flew westward; and many a time since then 
I've heard a rustling overhead in the wind. 

First Sailor. I saw them on that night as well as you. 
But when I had eaten and drunk myself asleep 
My courage came again. 

Second Sailor. But that's not all. 

The other night, while he was playing it, 

A beautiful young man and girl came up 
In a white breaking wave; they had the look 
Of those that are alive for ever and ever. 





First Sailor. Well, net or none, 

I’d drown him while we have the chance to do it. 

Second Sailor. It’s certain I’d sleep easier o’ nights 
If he were dead; but who will be our captain, 

Judge of the stars, and find a course for us? 

First Sailor. I’ve thought of that. We must have Aibric 
with us. 

For he can judge the stars as well as Forgael. 

[Going towards Aihric.'j 

Become our captain, Aibric. I am resolved 
To make an end of Forgael while he sleeps. 

There’s not a man but will be glad of it 
When it is over, nor one to grumble at us. 

Ailric. You have taken pay and made your bargain for it. 

First Sailor. What good is there in this hard way of 
living, 

Unless we drain more flagons in a year 
And kiss more lips than lasting peaceable men 
In their long lives? Will you be of our troop 
And take the captain’s share of everything 
And bring us into populous seas again? 

Ailric. Be of your troop! Aibric be one of you 
And Forgael in the other scale! kill Forgael, 

And he my master from my childhood up! 

If you will draw that sword out of its scabbard 
I’ll give my answer. 

First Sailor. You have awakened him. 

[To Second Sailor.] 

We’d better go, for we have lost this chance. 

[They go out.] 









Forgael Do you, too, doubt me? Have you joined their 
plot? 

Aihfic. No, no, do not say that* You know right well 
That I will never lift a hand against you. 

Forgael Why should you be more faithful than the rest, 
Being as doubtful? 

Ailric, I have called you master 

Too many years to lift a hand against you. 

Forgael Maybe it is but natural to doubt me. 

You've never known, Td lay a wager on it, 

A melancholy that a cup of wine, 

A lucky battle, or a woman's kiss 
Could not amend. 

Aihric. I have good spirits enough. 

Forgael If you will give me all your mind awhile— 
All, all, the very bottom of the bowl— 

I'll show you that I am made differently. 

That nothing can amend it but these waters, 

Where I am rid of life—the events of the world— 
What do you call it?—that old promise-breaker, 
The cozening fortune-teller that comes whispering, 
"You will have all you have wished for when you have 
earned 

Land for your children or money in a pot.' 

And when we have it we are no happier, 

Because of that old draught under the door, 

Or creaky shoes. And at the end of all 
How are we better off than Seaghan the fool, 

That never did a hand's turn? AibricI Aibric! 

We have fallen in the dreams the Ever-living 
Breathe on the burnished mirror of the world 

39 ^ 











Broad. not a dream, 

But the reality that makes our passion 
As a lamp shadow—no—no lamp, the sun. 

What the world’s million lips are thirsting for 
Must be substantial somewhere. 

jiilfic. I have heard the Druids 

Mutter such things as they awake from trance. 

It may be that the Ever-living know it—- 
No mortal can. 

Fofgael. Yes; if they give us help. 

Aihric. They are besotting you as they besot 
The crazy herdsman that will tell his fellow's 
That he has been all night upon the hills. 

Riding to hurley, or in the battle-host 
With the Ever-living. 

Brgael. What if he speak the truth. 

And for a dozen hours have been a part 
Of that more powerful life? 

Aihric. His wife knows better. 

Has she not seen him lying like a log. 

Or fumbling in a dream about the house? 

And if she hear him mutter of wild riders. 

She knows that it was but the cart-horse coughing 
That set him to the fancy. 

Brgael. All would be well 

Could we but give us wholly to the dreams, 

And get into their world that to the sense 
Is shadow, and not linger wretchedly 
Among substantial things; for it is dreams 
That lift us to the flowing, changing world 

394 



That the heart longs for. What is love itself, 

Even though it be the lightest of light 
But dreams that hurry from beyond the 
To make low laughter more than meat and drink. 
Though it but set us sighing? Fellow-wanderer, 
Could we but mix ourselves into a oream. 

Not in its image on the mirror! 


Aihric. . While 

We’re in the body that’s impossible. 

Forgael And yet I cannot think they’re leading me 
To death; for they that promised to me love 
A.S those that can outlive the moon have known it, 
Had the world’s total life gathered up, it seemed, 
Into their shining limbs—^I’ve had great teachers. 
A.enaus and Edain ran up out of the wave 
YouH never doubt that it _was life they promised 
Had you looked on them face to face as^I did, 
With so red lips, and running on^such feet, 

And havincT siick wide-open^ siiining eyes. 

Aihric, It's certain they are leading you to death* 
None but the dead,' or those that neveiNived, 

Can know that ecstasy. Forgaeli Forgael! 

Then have made you follow the man-headed birds, 
And you have told me that their journey lies 
Towards the countr}’ oi: the dead. 


Fofgad, ^ 

If I am goin^ to my death:—for there, 

Or somewhere, I shall find the love they have 
promised. 

That much is certain. I shall find a woman. 

One of the Ever-living, as I think 









One of the Laughing People—and she and I 
Shall light upon a place in the world’s core, 

Where passion grows to be a changeless thing, 

Like charmed apples made of chrysoprase. 

Or chrysoberyl, or beryl, or chrysolite; 

And there, in juggleries of sight and sense, 

Become one movement, energy, delight. 

Until the overburthened moon is dead. 

[A number of Sailors enter hurriedly.'^ 

First Sailor. Look there! there in the mist! a ship of spice! 
And we are almost on her! 

Second Sailor. We had not known 

But for the ambergris and sandalwood. 

First Sailor. No; but opoponax and cinnamon. 

Forgael [taking the tiller from Ailric]. The Ever-living have 
kept my bargain for me. 

And paid you on the nail. 

Ailric. Take up that rope 

To make her fast while we are plundering her. 

First Sailor. There is a king and queen upon her deck. 
And where there is one woman there’ll be others. 

Aibric. Speak lower, or they’ll hear. 

First Sailor. They cannot hear; 

They are too busy with each other. Look! 

He has stooped down and kissed her on the lips. 

Second Sailor. When she finds out we have better men 
aboard 

She may not be too sorry in the end. 
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rst Sailor. She wiil be lilce a wiia cat; tor mese 4LICCU5 
Care more about the kegs of silver and gold 
And the hicrh fame that come to them in marriage, 
Than a strong body and a ready hand, 

:ond Sailor. There's nobody is natural but a robber, 
And that is why the world totters about 
Upon its bandy legs* 

■JnV* Rtin at them now, 

x4nd overpower the crew while yet asleep! 

[The Sailers go out.'] 

\ Voices and the clashing of swords are heard from the 
other ship^ which cannot he seen hecause of the satl.'j 

Voice. Armed men have come upon us! O I am slain! 

nether Voice. Wake all below! 


nother Voice. Why have you broken our sleep? 

Tofav .Armed men have come upon us! O I am 


^who has remained at the tillerf There! there they 
come! Gull, gannec., or diver, 

But with a man's head, or a fair woman s, 

They hover over the masthead awhile 
To wait their .friends; but w 4 en the,ir friends have 
come 

TKey^li fly upon tlist secret way of tKeirs* 

One—and one—a couple—five together; 
x\nd I w’ill hear them talking in a minute. 

Yes, voices! but I do not catch the words. 

Now' I can hear. There’s one of them that says, 





‘How we are, now we are changed to birds!’ 
Another"answers, ‘Maybe we shall find 
Our heart’s desire now that we are so light.’ 

And then one asks another how he died. 

And says, ‘A sword-blade pierced me in my sleep.’ 
And now they all wheel suddenly and fly 
To the other side, and higher in the air. 

And now a laggard with a woman’s head 
Comes crying, ‘I have run upon the sword. 

I have fled to my beloved in the air, 

In the waste of the high air, that we may wander 
Among the windy meadows of the dawn.’ 

But why are they still waiting? why are they 
Circling and circling over the masthead? 

What power that is more mighty than desire 
To hurry to their hidden happiness 
Withholds them now? Have the Ever-living Ones 
A meaning in that circling overhead? 

But what’s the meaning? [He cries owf.] Why do you 
linger there? 

Why linger? Run to your desire. 

Are you not happy winged bodies now? 

[His voice sinks again.'] 

Being too busy in the air and the high air. 

They cannot hear my voice; but what’s the meaning? 

[The Sailors have returned. Dectora is with them.] 

Forgael [turning and seeing her]. Why are you standing 
with your eyes upon me? 

You are not the world’s core. O no, no, no! 

That cannot be the meaning of the birds. 

You are not its core. My teeth are in the world, 
But have not bitten yet. 
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1 ar 


quccii, 


V¥'lio have skin mv husDand ana kid hands upon me. 


Let go my hands! 

ro:ieL Why do you cast a shadow? 

Where do you come from: Who brought you to this 
place: 

Thev would not send, me one that casts a siiadow. 

j 

xtora. Would that the storm that overthrew^ my ships, 
And drowmed the treasures of nine conquered nations, 
i4nd blew me hither to my lasting sorrow, 

Had drowmed me also. But, being yet alive, 

I ask a fitting punishment for all 
That raised their hands against him. 

tgaeL There are some 

That weigh and measure all in these waste seas— 
Thev that have all the wisdom that's in life, 

And all that prophesying images 

hlaie of dim yold rave out in secret tombs; 

Thev have it that the plans of kings and queens 


Are dust on 


It nothing matte 


Tliat ever)" man should carry" his oivn soul 
Upon his shoulders. 


L ou ve notiiinP 


but wild words. 


And I would know if you will give me vengeance. 

orgaeL When she finds out I will not let her go— 
"When she knows that* 

kctora. \¥hat is it that you are muttering 

That voull not let me go? I am a queen. 







Forgael. Although you are more beautiful than any, 

I almost long that it were possible; 

But if I were to put you on that ship, 

With sailors that were sworn to do your will, 
And you had spread a sail for home, a wind 
Would rise of a sudden, or a wave so huge, 

It had washed among the stars and put them out. 
And beat the bulwark of your ship on mine, 
Until you stood before me on the deck— 

As now. 


Dectora. Does wandering in these desolate seas 
And listening to the cry of wind and wave 
Bring madness? 

Forgael. Queen, I am not mad. 

Dectora. _ ^^7 

That unimaginable storms of wind and wave 
Would rise against me. 

Forgael. No, I am not mad— 

If it be not that hearing messages 

From lasting watchers, that oudive the moon. 

At the most quiet midnight is to be stricken. 
Dectora. And did those watchers bid you take me 
captive? 

Forgael. Both you and I are taken in the net. 

It was their hands that plucked the winds awake 
And blew you hither; and their mouths have 
promised 

I shall have love in their immortal fashion; 

And for this end they gave me my old harp 
That is more mighty than the sun and moon, 

Or than the shivering casting-net of the stars. 

That none might take you from me. 


Dectora ]pst tremUing hackjrom the mast where the harp is, 
and then lat'ighingi* ^ moment 

Your raving of .a message and a harp 
More mighty than the stars half trouDied me. 

But all that’s raving* Who is there can compel 
The daughter and the granddaughter of kings 
To be his bedfellow'? 

Forgael Until your^lips 

Have called me their beloved, I ll not kiss them* 

Dectora. My husband and my king died at my feet. 
And yet you talk of love* 

Foroael. The movement of time 

Is shaken in these seas, and what one does 
One moment has no might upon the moment 
That follows after. 

Dectora. I understand you now* 

You have a Druid craft of wicked souna 
Wrung from the cold women of the sea— 

A m,agic that can call a demon up, 

Until my body give you kiss for kiss* 

Foroael. Your soul shall give the kiss. 

o 

Dectora. I not afraid, 

While there’s a rope to run into a noose 
Or wave to drowm* But I have done with words, 
And I w^ould have you look into my face 
And know that it is fearless. 


Forgael. 

For neither I nor you 


Do what you will. 


can break a mt 


Of the great golden net that is aoout us* 
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Dectora. There's nothing in the world that's worth a 
fear* 

[She passes Forgael ani stands for a moment looking into 
his faced] 

I have good reason for that thought. 

[5/;^ runs suddenly on to the raised part of the poop.] 

And now 

I can put fear away as a queen should. 

[5/;^ mounts on to the bulwark and turns towards 
Forgael] 

Fool, fool! Although you have looked into my face 
You do not see my purpose. I shall have gone 
Before a hand can touch me. 

Forgael [folding his arms]. My hands are still; 

The Ever-living hold us. Do what you will, 

You cannot leap out of the golden net. 

First Sailor. No need to drown, for, if you will pardon 
us 

And measure out a course and bring us home, 

We'll put this man to death. 

Dectora. I promise it. 

First Sailor. There is none to take his side. 

Aihric. I am on his side- 

ill strike a blow for him to give him time 
To cast his dreams away. 

[Aihric goes in front of Forgael with drawn sword. For¬ 
gael takes the harp.] 

First Sailor. No other 11 do it. 

[The Sailors throw Aihric on one side. He falls and lies 
upon the deck. They lift their swords to strike Forgael 
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who is ahout to play the harp. The stage begins to 
darken. The Sailors hesitate in fear.j 

Second Sailer. He has put a sudden darkness over the 
moon* 

T)ectoTa. ISIine swords with hanoies of riiinoceios horn 
To him that strikes him first! 

First Sailor. I strike him first. 

\He goes close up to Forgad with his sword lifted.] 

iShfin'kiTio hack. I He lias caught cue crescent moon out 
of the skp, 

x4nd carries it between us. 

Seconl Sailor. Holy fire^ 

To burn us to the marrow if we strike. 

Dectora. Til give a golden galley full of rruit, 

That has. the heady flavour of new wine, 

To him that wounds him to the death. 

First Sadlor. 1- 

For all his spells will vanish when he dies, 

Having their life in him. 

Second Sailor. Though it be the moon 

That he is holding up between us there, 

I will strike at him. 

The Others. And I! And I! x4nd I! 

iFo'fgael plays the harp.\ 

First Sailor ^falling into a dream snddetilyj. But you were 
saying there is somebody 
Upon that other ship ’we are to wake. 

You did not know what brought him to his end, 
But it was sudden* 
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I knew him well, and while I heard him laughing 
They killed him at my feet. O! O! O! O! 

For golden-armed lollan. that I loved. 

But what is it that made me say I loved him? 

It was that harper put it in my thoughts, 

But it is true. Why did they run upon him, 

And beat the golden helmet with their swords? 

Forgael. Do you not know me, lady? I am he 
That you are weeping for. 

Dectora. No, for he is dead. 

O! O! O! O! for golden-armed lollan. 

Forgad. It was so given out, but I will prove 
That the grave-diggers in a dreamy frenzy 
Have buried nothing but my golden arms. 

Listen to that low-laughing string of the moon 
And you will recollect my face and voice. 

For you have listened to me playing it 
These thousand years. 

[He starts up, listening to the birds. The harp slips from 
his hands, and remains leaning against the hulwarh 
behind him,'\ 

What are the birds at there? 
Why are they all a-flutter of a sudden? 

What are you calling out above the mast? 

If railing and reproach and mockery 
Because I have awakened her to love 
By magic strings. I’ll make this answer to it: 

Being driven on by voices and by dreams 
That were clear messages from the Ever-living, 

I have done right. What could I but obey? 

And yet you make a clamour of reproach. 
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Dectora Uav.ohing]. Why, it’s a wonder out of reckoning 

That I should keen him from the full oi the moon 
To the horn, and he be hale and heartit 

ForgaeL How have I wronged her now that she is merr)'." 
But no, no, no! your cr}- is not against me. 

You know the counsels of the EverJiving, 

And all that tossing of your wings is |oy, 

And all that murmuring's but a marnage-song; 

But if It be reproach, I answer this. 

There is not one among you that made love 
By any other means. You call it passion, 
Consideration, generosity; 

But it tvas all deceit, and flattery 
To win a woman in her own despite, 

For love is tvar, and there is hatred in it; 

And if you say that she came w^illingly— 

Dectora. Why do you turn away and hide your face, 
That I ’ivould look upon for everr 

Forgad. ^ 

Dectora. Hare I uot loved you for a thousand years? 
Forgad. I never have been golden-armed lollan. 

Dectora. I do not understand. I know your face 
Better than my own hands. 

Forgad. I deceived you 

Out of all reckoning. 

Dectora. Is it not true 

That you w'ere born a thousand years ago, ^ ^ 

In islands where the children of Aengus wind 
In happy dances under a wnndy moon, 

And that you’ll bring me there? 




I have deceived 


ForoaeL 

I have deceived you utterly* 


you; 


Dcctora, How can that be? 

Is it that though your eyes are full of love 
Some other woman has a claim on you, 

And Tve but half? 


ForgaeL O no! 

Butora. And if there is, 

If there be half a hundred more, what matter? 
ril never give another thought to it; 

No, no, nor half a thought; but do not speak. 
Women are hard and proud and stubborn-hearted, 
Their heads being turned with praise and flattery; 
And that is why their lovers are afraid 
To tell them a plain story. 


ForgaeL That's not the story; 

But I have done so great a wrong against you, 
There is no measure that it would not burst. 

I will confess it all. 


Bectora. What do I care, 

Now that my body has begun to dream, 

And you have grown to be a burning sod 
In the imagination and intellect? 

If something that's most fabulous were true— 

If you had taken me by magic spells, 

And killed a lover or husband at my feet— 

I would not let you speak, for I would know 
That it was yesterday and not to-day 
I loved him; I would cover up my ears, 

As I am doing now* \A pause.'] Why do you weep? 
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Tcrgael. I weep because I’ve nothing for pour eyes 
But desolate waters and a battered sliip. 

DcctcTd^ O why do you not lift your eyes to rrune^ 

Fcroad. I w'eep—I weep because bare night’s above, 

And not a roof of ivory and gold. 

Dectora. I would grow jealous of the ivoiy roof, 

And strike the golden pillars with my hands. 

I would that there was nothing in the world 
But my beloved—that night and day had perished, 
And all that is and all that is to be,^ 

All that is not the meeting of our lips. 

Foroael. You turn away. Why do you turn away? 

Am I to fear the waves, or is the moon 
My enemy? 

Dectora. I looked upon the moon. 

Longing to knead and pull it into shape 
That I might lay it on your head as a crown. 

But now it is your thoughts that wander away. 

For you are looking at the sea. Do y-ou not know 
How great a ivrong it is to let one s thought 
Wander a moment ivhen one is in love? 

^He has moved away. She follows him. He is looking out 
over the sea, sha.Ung his eyts.l 
\Yhy are you looking at tine sear 

Forgad. Look there! 

Dectora.Whzt is there but a troop of ash-grey birds 
That fly into the west? 

Foroael. but listen, listen! 

Dectora. What is there but the crynng of the birds? 






FofgaeL If you^ll but listen closely to that crying 
You'll hear them calling out to one another 
With human voices* 

Beet or a. O, I can hear them now* 

What are they? Unto what country do they fly? 

lofgaeL To unimaginable happiness. 

They have been circling over our heads in the air, 
But now that they have taken to the road 
We have to follow, for they are our pilots; 

And though they're but the colour of grey ash, 
They're crying out, could you but hear their words, 
^There is a country at the end of the world 
Where no child's born but to outlive the moon*' 
[The Sailors come in voith Aihric, They are in great 
excitement J\ 

First Sailor, The hold is full of treasure. 

Second Sailor, Full to the hatches. 

First Sailor, Treasure on treasure. 

Third Sailor. Boxes of precious spice. 

First Sailor, Ivory images with amethyst eyes. 

Third Sailor, Dragons with eyes of ruby* 

First Sailor, The whole ship 

Flashes as if it were a net of herrings. 

Third Sailor, Let's home; I'd give some rubies to a 
woman* 

Second Sailor, There's somebody I'd give the amethyst 
eyes to. 
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Aihrk \silencing them with a gesture]. We would return to 
our own country, Forgael, 

For we have found a treasure that's so great 
Imagination cannot reckon it, 

AncThaving lit upon this woman there, 

What more have you to look for on the seas’ 

Fofgael I cannot—I am going on to the end. 

As for this woman, I think she is coming with me. 

Aihrk. The Ever-living have made you mad; but no, 
It w^as this W'Oman in her woman^s vengeance 
That drove you to it, and I tool enough 
To fancy thk she'd bring you home again. 

’Twas you that egged him to it, for you know 
That he is being driven to his death. 

Dectora. That is not true, for he has promised me 
An unimaginable happiness. 

Aihrk. And if that happiness be more than dreamiS, 
More than the froth, the feather, the dust-whiri, 
The crazy nothing that I think it is, 

It shall be in the coantt)^ of the dead, 

If there be such a counti:)n 

Dectora. No, not there, 

But in somie island whtie the life of the 
Leaps upward, as if all the streams o' the world 
Had run into one fountain. 

Aihrk. Speak to him. 

He know^s that he is taking you to death; 

Speak—he will not deny it. 

Dectora. Is that truer 
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ForgaeL I do not know for certain, but I know 
That I have the best of pilots. 

Aihrk. Shadows, illusions, 

That the Shape-changers, the Ever-laughing Ones, 
The Immortal Mockers have cast into his mind, 
Or called before his eyes. 

Dectora. O carry me 

To some sure country, some familiar place* 

Have we not everything that life can give 
In having one another? 

ForgaeL How could I rest 

If I refused the messengers and pilots 
With all those sights and all that crying out? 

Dectora. But I will cover up your eyes and ears, 

That you may never hear the cry of the birds, 

Or look upon them. 

ForgaeL Were they but lowlier 

rd do your will, but they are too high—too high. 

Dectora, Being too high, their heady prophecies 
But harry us with hopes that come to nothing, 
Because we are not proud, imperishable, 

Alone and winged. 

ForgaeL Our love shall be like theirs 

When we have put their changeless image on. 

Dectora. I am a woman, I die at ^very breath. 

Aibric. Let the birds scatter, for the tree is broken, 
And there's no help in words. [To the Sailors.] 

To the odier ship, 
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And I will follow you and cut the rope 
When I have said farewell to this man here, 

For neither I nor any living man 
Wdl look upon his face again. 

[The Sailors go out.] 

Forgael [to Dectora\ Go with him. 

For he will shelter you and bring you home. 

Aihric [taking Forgael’s hand]. I’ll do it for his sake. 

Dectora. No. Take this sword 

And cut the rope, for I go on with Forgael. 

Aihric [halffalling into the keen]. The yew-bough has been 

broken into wo, 

And aU the birds are scattered—O! O! O! 

Farewell! farewell! [He goes out.j 

Bectora. The sword is in the rope— 

The rope's in two—it falls into the sea, 

It whirls into the foam. O ancient worm, 

Dragon that loved the world and held us to it, 

You are broken, pou are broken. The world drifts 
away, 

And I am left alone with my beloved, 

Who cannot put me from his sight for ever* 

We are alone for ever, and I laugh, 

Forgael, because you cannot put me from you. 

The mist has covered the heavens, and you and I 
Shall be alone for ever. We two—this crown— 

I half remember. It has been in my dreams. 

Bend lower, O king, that I may crown you with it. 
O flower of the branch, O bird among the leaves, 

O silver fish that my two hands have taken 
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Out of the running stream, O morning star, 
Trembling in the blue heavens like a white fawn 
Upon the misty border of the wood. 

Bend lower, that I may cover you with my hair, 

For we will gaze upon this world no longer. 

Forgael [gathering Dectora’s hair about him]. Beloved, hav¬ 
ing dragged the net about us. 

And knitted mesh to mesh, we grow immortal; 
And that old harp awakens of itself 
To cry aloud to the grey birds, and dreams, 

That have had dreams for father, live in us. 
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THE TWO KINGS 


King Eochaid came at sundown to a wood 
Westward of Tara. Hurr)dng to his queen 
He had outridden his war-wasted men 
That with empounded cattle trod the mire, 

And where beech trees had mixed a pale green light 
With the ground-ivy’s blue, he saw a stag 
W’'hiter than curds, its eyes the tint of the sea. 

Because it stood upon his path and seemed 
More hands in height than any stag in the world 
He sat with tightened rein and loosened mouth 
Upon his trembling horse, then drove the spur; 

But the stag stooped and ran at him, and passed, 
Rending the horse’s flank. King Eochaid reeled, 

Then drew his sword to hold its levelled point 
Against the stag. WTien horn and steel were met 
The horn resounded as though it had been silver, 

A sweet, miraculous, terrifying soimd. 

Horn locked in sword, they tugged and struggled there 
As though a stag and unicorn were met 
Among the African Mountains of the Moon, 

Until at last the double horns, drawn backward. 
Butted below the single and so pierced 
The entrails of the horse. Dropping his sword 
King Eochaid seized the horns in his strong hands 
And stared into the sea-green eye, and so 
Hither and thither to and fro they trod 
Till all the place was beaten into mire. 

The strong thigh and the agile thigh were met, 
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The hands that gathered up the might of the world, 
And hoof and horn that had sucked in their speed 
Amid the elaborate wilderness of the air. 

Through bush they plunged and over ivied root, 

And where the stone struck fire, while in the leaves 
A squirrel whinnied and a bird screamed out; 

But when at last he forced those sinewy flanks 
Against a beech-bole, he threw down the beast 
And knelt above it with drawn knife. On the instant 
It vanished like a shadow, and a cry 
So mournful that it seemed the cry of one 
Who had lost some unimaginable treasure 
Wandered between the blue and the green leaf 
And climbed into the air, crumbling away, 

Till all had seemed a shadow or a vision 
But for the trodden mire, the pool of blood, 

The disembowelled horse. 

King Eochaid ran 

Toward peopled Tara, nor stood to draw his breath 
Until he came before the painted wall. 

The posts of polished yew, circled with bronze, 

Of the great door; but though the hanging lamps 
Showed their faint light through the unshuttered 
windows, 

Nor door, nor mouth, nor slipper made a noise, 

Nor on the ancient beaten paths, that wound 
From well-side or from plough-land, was there noise; 
Nor had there been the noise of living thing 
Before him or behind, but that far off 
On the horizon edge bellowed the herds. 

Knowing that silence brings no good to kings, 

And mocks returning victory, he passed 
Between the pillars with a beating heart 
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And saw where in the midst of the great hall 
f" Pale-faced, alone upon a bench, Edam 

Sat upright with a sword before her feet. 

Her hanJs on either side had gripped the bench, 

Her eyes were cold and steady, her lips tight. 

Some passion had made her stone. Hearing a foot 
She started and then knew whose foot it was; 

But when he thought to take her in his aiins 
She motioned him afar, and rose and spoke: 

1 have sent among the fields or to the woods 
The fighting-men and servants of this house, 

For I would have your judgment upon one 
\'\Tio is self-accused. If she be innocent^ 

She would not look in any known man’s face 
Till judgment has been given, and if guilty, 

Would never look again on known man's face. 

And at these words he paled, as she had paled, 
Knowing that he should find upon her lips 
The m eanin g of that monstrous day. 

Then she: 

‘You brought me w’here your brother Ardan sat 
Always in his one seat, and Did me care him 
Through that strange illness that had fixed him there, 
■ And s&uld he die to heap his burial-mound 
And carve his name in Ogham.’ Eochaid said, 

‘He lives:’ ‘He lives and is a healthy man.’ 

‘While I have him and you it matters little 
What man you have lost, what evil you have found. 
‘I bid them make his bed under this roof 
! And carried him his food with my' own hands, 

And so the weeks passed by'. But when I said, 

“WTiat is this trouble?” he would answer nothing, 
Though always at my words his trouble grew; 
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And I but asked the more, till he cried out, 

Weary of many questions: ''There are things 
That make the heart akin to the dumb stone/^ 

Then I replied, "Although you hide a secret, 

Hopeless and dear, or terrible to think on, 

Speak it, that I may send through the wide world 
For medicine/^ Thereon he cried aloud, 

"Day after day you question me, and I, 

Because there is such a storm amid my thoughts 
I shall be carried in the gust, command, 

Forbid, beseech and waste my breath/' Then I: 
"Although the thing that you have hid were evil, 

The speaking of it could be no great wrong, 

And evil must it be, if done 'twere worse 
Than mound and stone that keep all virtue in, 

And loosen on us dreams that waste our life. 

Shadows and shows that can but turn the brain/' 

But finding him still silent I stooped down 
And whispering that none but he should hear, 

Said, "If a woman has put this on you, 

My men, whether it please her or displease. 

And though they have to cross the Loughlan waters 
And take her in the middle of armed men, 

Shall make her look upon her handiwork, 

That she may quench the rick she has fired; and 
though 

She may have worn silk clothes, or worn a crown, 
Shell not be proud, knowing within her heart 
That our sufficient portion of the world 
Is that we give, although it be brief giving, 

Happiness to children and to men/' 

Then he, driven by his thought beyond his thought, 
And speaking what he would not though he would, 
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Sighed, “You, even you yourself, could work the 

cure!'' 

And at those words I rose and I went out 
And for nine days he had food from, other hands, 

And for nine days my mind went whirling round 
The one disastrous zodiac, muttering 
That the immedicable mound's beyond 
Our questioning, beyond our pity even. 

But when nine days had gone I stood again 
Before his chair and bending down my head 
I bade him go when all his household slept 
To an old empty woodman's house that's Hdden 
Westward of Tara, among the hazel-trees— 

For hope would give his limbs the power — and 
await 

A friend that could, he had told her, work his cure 
And w^ould be no harsh friend. 

When night had deepened, 

I groped my ivay from beech to hazel wood, 

Found that old house, a sputtering torch wdihin.. 

And stretched out sleeping on a pile of skins 
Ardan, and though I called to him and tried 
To shake him out of sleep, I coula not rouse him. 

I waited till the night was on the turn, 

Then feari,ng that some labourer, on his way 
To plough or pasture-land, might see me there, 

Went out. 

Among the i\y-covered rocks, 

As on the blue light of a sword, a man 

Who had unnatural majestj", and eyes 

Like the eyes of some great kite scouring the woods, 

Stood on my path. Trembling from head to foot 

I gazed at him like grouse upon a kite; 
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But with a voice that had unnatural music, 
weary wooing and a long/' he said, 

''Speaking of love through other lips and looking 
Under the eyelids of another, for it was my craft 
That put a passion in the sleeper there, 

And when I had got my will and drawn you here, 
Where I may speak to you alone, my craft 
Sucked up the passion out of him again 
And left mere sleep* He'll wake when the sun 
wakes, 

Push out his vigorous limbs and rub his eyes, 

And wonder what has ailed him these twelve 
months*" 

I cowered back upon the wall in terror, 

But that sweet-sounding voice ran on: "Woman, 

I was your husband when you rode the air, 

Danced in the whirling foam and in the dust, 

In days you have not kept in memory. 

Being betrayed into a cradle, and I come 
That I may claim you as my wife again*" 

I was no longer terrified—his voice 
Had half awakened some old memory— 

Yet answered him, "I am King Eochaid's wdfe 
And with him have found every happiness 
Women can find*" With a most masterful voice, 

That made the body seem as it were a string 
Under a bow, he cried, "What happiness 
Can lovers have that know their happiness 
Must end at the dumb stone? But where we build 
Our sudden palaces in the still air 
Pleasure itself can bring no weariness, 

Nor can time waste the cheek, nor is there foot 
That has grown weary of the whirling dance, 
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Nor an unlaugliing moutli, but mine that mourns, 
i\mong those mouths that sing their sweethearts' praise, 
Your empt]/ bed/' "'How should I love” I answered, 
^'Were it not that when the dawn has lit mj bed 
And shown my husband sleeping there, I have sighed, 
'Your strength and nobleness will pass away/ 

Or how should love be worth its pains v’ere it not 
That when he has fallen asleep within my arms, 

Being wearied out, I love in man the child? 

What can they know of love that do not know 
She builds her nest upon a narrow ledge 
x4bove a windy precipice?" Then he: 

''Seeing that when you come to the deathbed 
You must return, tvhether you would or no, 

This human life blotted from memorty 
Why must I live some thirrv, forty years, 

Alone with all this useless happiness?" 

Thereon he seized me in his arms, but I 
Thrust him away with both my hands and cried, 
"Never will I believe there is any change 
Can blot cut of my wiem.or)" this life 
Sweetened by death, but if I could believe, 

That were a double hunger in my lips 
For what is doubly briei:." 

And now the shape 

My hands were pressed to vanished suddenly* 

I staggered, but a beech tree stayed my fall, 

And clinging to it I could hear the cocks 

£5 iD 

Crow upon Tara/ 

King Eochaid bowed his head 
And thanked her for her kindness to his brother, 

For that she promised, and for that refused* 

Thereon the bellowing of the empounded herds 
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Rose round the walls, and through the bronze-ringed 

door ^ 

Jostled and shouted those war-wasted men, ^ " 

And in the midst King Eochaid's brother stood, 

And bade all welcome, being ignorant. THE GIF 
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THE GII 


Kusta hex L' 
To Aod Ai-R 
Nc;v He goc. 
Aod rcr no ei 

nr"* „ 

lorcugn rne 
Where banne: 
i3Lir oriAiarir > 

And wait vra: 
Pass books oi 
Written in g( 
And pause at 
Ar the great : 
For should 
Love-lorn, in 

Pause at the ' 
And hide it i 
Must keep tl 
So great its f 

The parclimi 
A mystery tt 
But the wild 
Those wande 
What great J 
With Persiai 
Must needs ; 


THE GIFT OF HARUN AL-R.ASHID 


Kusta een Luka is ata’ aane. I v.'rice 
To Abi Al-Rabban: feLo-.v-rcysrerer once, 

Nc-.v :b.e coed Caiipb.’s learned Treasiirer, 

Ar.d ror no ear bur his. 

Cam.’ this letter 

Thrcrich the erear oahom of the Treasure House 
Where banners of the Calinhs fiann, ninnt-co*Oiired 
3ut briilianr as tne night's embroiherr. 

And rvair vrar's music: pass me little gaheip’; 

Pass books of learning trcmi Byzantium 
'Written in uold upon a purple stain. 

And pause at last. I mas aocut to say, 

At the nreat book oi Sarpho s song: but no, 

For should vou leave mm letter there, a ooy s 
Love-lorn, indimerent hands might comie upon it 
And let it fall unnoticed to the door. 

Pause at the Treatise of Parmenides 

And hide it there, for Caliphs to world's end 

Must keep that perfect, as they keep her song, 

So _^eat its fame. 

When fitting time has passed 
The parchment will disclose to some learned man 
A mystet}" that else had found no chronicler 
But the wild Bedouin. Though I approve 
Those wanderers that welcomed in their tents 
What great Hartm Al-Rashid, occupied 
With Persian embassy or Grecian war, 

Must needs neglect, I cannot hide the truth 
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That wandering in a desert, featureless 
As air under a wing, can give birds' wit* 

In after time the};^ will speak much of me 
And speak but fantasy. Recall the year 
When our beloved Caliph put to death 
His Vizir Jaffer for an unknown reason: 

If but the shirt upon my body knew it 
rd tear it off and throw it in the fire/ 

That speech was all that the town knew, but he 
Seemed for a while to have grown young again; 
Seemed so on purpose, muttered Jaffer's friends, 

That none might know that he was conscience-struck— 
But that's a traitor's thought. Enough for me 
That in the early summer of the year 
The mightiest of the princes of the world 
Came to the least considered of his courtiers; 

Sat down upon the fountain's marble edge, 

One hand amid the goldfish in the pool; 

And thereupon a colloquy took place 
That I commend to all the chroniclers 
To show how violent great hearts can lose 
Their bitterness and find the honeycomb. 

1 have brought a slender bride into the house; 

You know the saying, ^'Change the bride with spring," 
And she and I, being sunk in happiness, 

Cannot endure to think you tread these paths, 

When evening stirs the jasmine bough, and yet 
Are brideless.' 
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T am falling into years.' 

‘But such as you and I do not seem old 
Like men who live by habit. Every day 
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I ride with faJ 
Or carry the t 
Or court a v/c 
Game-bird, u 
And so a bun- 
A miirdcrr 01 
That springs : 
Like this pur< 
Now bathing 
Be mimicrih’ 

Are nearer to 
Than souls tr 
The soul's ov 
Shows throuc 
My lantern h 
That it w'as i 


^And yet the 


'Great prince 
You 'thinlc th 
That if the s; 
The heart ne^ 
Who have ac 
That seems t 
Think when 
And if her ei 
Or brighten 
My heart coi 
Nor find a ri 


Have lit upo 






Your thirst for those old crabbed mysteries, 

So strains to look beyond our life, an eye 

That never knew that strain would scarce seem bright. 

And yet herself can seem youth's very fountain, 

Being all brimmed with life^' 

‘Were it but true 

I would have found the best that life can give, 
Companionship in those mysterious things 
That make a man's soul or a woman's soul 
Itself and not some other soul/ 

‘That love 

Must needs be in this life and in what follows 
Unchanging and at peace, and it is right 
Every philosopher should praise that love* 

But I being none can praise its opposite* 

It makes my passion stronger but to think 
Like passion stirs the peacock and his mate, 

The wild stag and the doe; that mouth to mouth 
Is a man's mockery of the changeless soul*' 

And thereupon his bounty gave what now 
Can shake more blossom from autumnal chill 
Than all my bursting springtime knew. A girl 
Perched in some window of her mother's house 
Had watched my daily passage to and fro; 

Had heard impossible history of my past; 

Imagined some impossible history 

Lived at my side; thought time's disfiguring touch 

Gave but more reason for a woman's care* 

Yet was it love of me, or was it love 

Of the stark mystery that has dazed my sight, 

Perplexed her fantasy and planned her care? 

Or did the torchlight of that mystery 
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And swept the house and sang about her work 
In childish ignorance of all that passed. 

A dozen nights of natural sleep, and then 
When the full moon swam to its greatest height 
She rose, and with her eyes shut fast in sleep 
Walked through the house. Unnoticed and unfelt 
I wrapped her in a hooded cloak, and she, 

Half running, dropped at the first ridge of the desert 
And there marked out those emblems on the sand 
That day by day I study and marvel at, 

With her white finger. I led her home asleep 
And once again she rose and swept the house 
In childish ignorance of all that passed. 

Even to-day, after some seven years 

When maybe thrice in every moon her mouth 

Murmured the wisdom of the desert Djinns, 

She keeps that ignorance, nor has she now 
That first unnatural interest in my books. 

It seems enough that I am there; and yet, 

Old fellow-student, whose most patient ear 
Heard all the anxiety of my passionate youth, 

It seems I must buy knowledge with my peace. 
What if she lose her ignorance and so 
Dream that I love her only for the voice, 

That every gift and every word of praise 
Is but a payment for that midnight voice 
That is to age what milk is to a child? 

Were she to lose her love, because she had lost 
Her confidence in mine, or even lose 
Its first simplicity, love, voice and all, 

All my fine feathers would be plucked away 
And I left shivering. The voice has drawn 
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A quality of wisdom from her love's 
Particular quality. The signs and shapes; 
i\ll those abstractions that you fancied w^re 
From the great Treatise of Parmenides; 

Aii, ail those gyits and cubes and midnight thin 
Are but a new expression of her body 
Drunk with the bitter sweetness of her youth. 
i\nd now my utmost mystety is out. 

A woman's beauty is a storm-tossed banner; 
Under it wisdom stands, and I alone— 

Of all i\rabia's lovers I alone— 

Nor dazzled by the embroider)^ nor lost 
In the confusion of its night-dark folds# 

Can hear the armed man speak. 






:d Ladr Gr 


known to me 


I mv verse for me to adopt 
^ and for some reason un¬ 
referred ^\en2iis* to her 


Gods and 


Ctictulsm of 


the uaeiic speilin 


, without making tne names unp 


average reader.- 


CROSSWAYS. THE ROS 


315 in urass'Wi^ 


shepneras 


wentv, tor 


Qs of Oisttif whic 


LY suDiect-ma 


em I have 


h*lany of the poems in CfO'SswitySi certamiy those upori 
Indian "subjects or upon shepherds and fauns, must have 
been written before I was tw’'entyj for from the moment 
when I bevan The Wanderings cf Ofsm, which I did at that 
aae, I believe, my subiect-matter became Irish. Every time 
l\ave reprinted them'l have considered the^ieaving out of 
most, and then remembered an old school triend who has 
some of them by heart, for no better reason, as I think, t!:^n 
that they remind him, of liis own youth. Xhe little Indian 
dr.amatic scene was meant to be the first scene of a play 
about a man loved, by two women, who had the one soul 
between them, the one 'ivoman waking whe.n the other slept, 
and knowing but daylight as the other only night. It came 
into my head w^hen I saw a man at Rosses Point carrying two 
salmon. *One man with tw’’o souls, I said, and added, O 
no, two people with one soul.' I am now once more in 
A Vision busy with that thought, the antitheses of day and 















of nicrht and of moon and of sun. The Rose was part of my 
second book, The Countess Cathleen and Various Legends and 
Lyrics, 1892, and I notice upon reading these poems for the 
first time for several years that the quality symbolized as 
The Rose differs from the Intellectual Beauty of Shelley and 
of Spenser in that I have imagined it as suffering with man 
and not as something pursued and seen from afar. It must 
have been a thought of my generation, for I remember the 
mystical painter Horton, whose work had little of his per¬ 
sonal charm and real strangeness, writing me these words, 
met your beloved in Russell Square, and she was weeping, 
by which he meant that he had seen a vision of my neglected 
soul,—1925. 


THE HOSTING OF THE SIDHE 
(page 61) 

The gods of ancient Ireland, the Tuatha de Danaan, or the 
Tribes of the goddess Danu, or the Sidhe, from Aes Sidhe, 
or Sluagh Sidhe, the people of the Faery Hills, as these 
words are usually explained, still ride the country as of old. 
Sidhe is also Gaelic for wind, and certainly the Sidhe have 
much to do with the wind. They journey in whirling wind, 
the winds that were called the dance of the daughters of 
Herodias in the Middle Ages, Herodias doubtless taking 
the place of some old goddess. When old country people see 
the leaves whirling on the road they bless themselves, be¬ 
cause they believe the Sidhe to be passing by. Rnocknarea 
is in Sligo, and the country people say that Maeve, still a 
great queen of the western Sidhe, is buried in the cairn of 
stones upon it. I have written of Clooth-na-Bare in The 
Celtic Tmlight. She went all over the world, seeking a lake 
deep enough to drown her faery life, of which she had 
grown weary, leaping from hill to hill, and setting up a 
cairn of stones wherever her feet lighted, until, at last, she 
found the deepest water in the world in little Lough la, on 
the top of the bird mountain, in Sligo/ I forget, now, where 
I heard this story, but it may have been from a priest at 











that leads him to the seashore, and while he is riding over 
the sea with Niamh, he sees amid the waters—I have not the 
Gaelic poem by me, and describe it from memory—a young 
man following a girl who has a golden apple, and afterwards 
a hound with one red ear following a deer with no horns. 
This hound and this deer seem plain images of the desire 
of the man 'which is for the woman,' and 'the desire of the 
woman which is for the desire of the man,' and of all desires 
that are as these. I have read them in this way in The Wander¬ 
ings of Oisin, and have made my lover sigh because he has 
seen in their faces 'the immortal desire of Immortals.' 

The man in my poem who has a hazel wand may have 
been Aengus, Master of Love; and I have made the boar 
without bristles come out of the West, because the place of 
sunset was in Ireland, as in other countries, a place of sym¬ 
bolic darkness and death.— 1899. 

THE CAP AND BELLS 
(page 71) 

I dreamed this story exactly as I have written it, and 
dreamed another long dream after it, trying to make out its 
meaning, and whether I was to write it in prose or verse. The 
first dream was more a vision than a dream, for it was beauti¬ 
ful and coherent, and gave me the sense of illumination and 
exaltation that one gets from visions, while the second 
dream was confused and meaningless. The poem has always 
meant a great deal to me, though, as is the way with sym¬ 
bolic poems, it has not always meant quite the same thing. 
Blake would have said, ‘The authors are in eternity,' and I 
am quite sure they can only be questioned in dreams.— 1899. 

THE VALLEY OF THE BLACK PIG 
(page 73) 

All over Ireland there are prophecies of the coming rout 
of the enemies of Ireland, in a certain Valley of the Black 
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Pig, and these prophecies are, no doubt, now, as they were 
in the Fenian days, a political force. I have heard of one man 
w’ho would not give any money to the Land League, because 
the Battle could not be until the close of the century; but, 
as a rule, periods of trouble bring prophecies of its near 
coming. A few years before my time, an old man who lived 
at Lis^deii, in Sligo, used to iall down in a fit and rave out 
descriptions of the Battle; and a man in Sligo has told me 
that it v/ill be so great a battle that the horses shall go up to 
their fetlocks in blood, and that their girths, when it is over, 
w ill rot from their bellies for lacK of a hand to unouckie 
them. If one reads Rhys’ Celtic Heatkniom by the light of 
Frazer’s Gclien Bough, and puts together ivhat one finds there 
about the boar that iciiled Oiarmuid, and other old Celtic 
boars and sow'S, one sees that tiie Dattle is mytfiologicai, and 
that the Pig it is named from must be a type of cold and 
w’'inter doing battle with the sunimer, or of deatn battling 
with life.—1899-1906. 


THE SECRET ROSE 

(page 77) 

I find that I have unintentionally ciianged the old story of 
Conchubar’s death. He did not see the Crucifixion in a 
vision but was cold of it. He had been struck by a bail made 
out of the dried brains of an enemy and hurled out of a 
sling; and this ball had been left in his head, and his head 
had been mended, the Book of Leinster says, wfith^ thread of 
gold because his hair was iilte gold. Keeting, a writer of the 
time of Elizabeth, says: In that sute did he remain seven 
years, until the Friday on which Christ 'was crucified, ac¬ 
cording to some historians; and when he saw the unusual 
changes of the creation and the eclipse of the. S'un and the 
moon at its full, he asked of Bucrach, a Leinster Druid, who 
w^as along with him, what w-as it that hmughtthzt unusual 
change upo.n the planets of Heaven and Earth. Jesus Christ, 
the Son of God./’ said the Druid, 'hvho is now being cmci- 
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fied by the Jews.” “That is a pity,” said Conchubar; “were 
I in his presence I would kill those who were putting him to 
death.” And with that he brought out his sword, and rushed 
at a woody grove which was convenient to him, and began 
to cut and fell it; and what he said was, that if he were 
among the Jews, that was the usage he would give them, and 
from the excessiveness of his fury which seized upon him, 
the ball started out of his head, and some of the brain came 
after it, and in that way he died. The wood of Lanshraigh, 
in Feara Rois, is the name by which that shrubby wood is 
called.’ 

I have imagined Cuchulain meeting Fand walking among 
flaming dew,’ because, I think, of something in Mr. 
Standish O’Grady’s books. 

I have founded the man ‘who drove the gods out of their 
liss,’ or fort, upon something I have read about Caoilte after 
the’battle of Gabhra, when almost all his companions were 
killed, driving the gods out of their liss, either at Osraighe, 
now Ossory, or at Has Ruaidh, now Asseroe, a waterfall at 
Ballyshannon, where Ilbreac, one of the children of the 
goddess Danu, had a liss. But maybe I only read it in Mr. 
2 randish O’Grady, who has a fine imagination, for 1 find no 
such story in Lady Gregory’s book. 

I have founded ‘the proud dreaming king’ upon Fergus, 
the son of Roigh, but when I wrote my poem here, and in 
the song in my early book, ‘Who will drive with Fergus 
now?’ I only knew him in h/lr. Standish O Grady, and my 
imagination dealt more freely with what I did know than 
I would approve of to-day. 

I have founded *him who sold tillage, and house, and 
goods,^ upon something in *The Red Pony, a folk-tale in 
Mr. Larminie’s West Irish Folk Tales. A young man 'saw a 
light before him on the high-road. When he came as far, 
there was an open box on the road, and a light coming up 
out of it. He took up the box* There was a lock of hair in it. 
Presently he had to go to become the servant of a king for 
his living. There were eleven boys. When they were going 
out into the stable at ten oTlock, each of them took a light 







[Note.-—I leave out two long paragraphs which have been 
published in earlier editions of these poems. There is no 
need now to defend Sir Hugh Lane’s pictures against 
Dublin newspapers. The trustees of the London National 
Gallerp, through his leaving a codicil to his will unwitnessed, 
have claimed the pictures for London, and propose to build 
a wing to the Tate Gallery to contain them. Some that were 
hostile are now contrite, and doing what they can, or letting 
others do unhindered what they can, to persuade Parliament 
to such action as may restore the collection to Ireland.— 

Jan. 1917O • . 1 

These controversies, political, literary, and artistic, have 
showed that neither religion nor politics can of itself create 
minds with enough receptivity to become wise, or just and 
generous enough to make a nation. Other cities have been 
as stupid—Samuel Butler laughs at shocked Montreal for 
hiding the Discobolus in a lumber-room—but Dublin is 
the capital of a nation, and an ancient race has nowhere else 
to look for an education. Goethe in Wilhelm Meister describes 
a saintly and naturally gracious woman, who, getting into 
a quarrel over some trumpery detail of religious observance, 
grows—she and all her little religious community—angry 
and vindictive. In Ireland I am constantly reminded of that 
fable of the futility of all discipline that is not of the whole 
being. Religious Ireland—and the pious Protestants of my 
childhood were signal examples—thinks of divine things 
as a round of duties separated from life and not as an element 
that may be discovered in all circumstance and emotion, 
while political Ireland sees the good citizen but as a man 
who holds to certain opinions and not as a man of good will. 
Against all this we have but a few educated men and the 
remnants of an old traditional culture among the poor. Both 
were stronger forty years ago, before the rise of our new 
middle class which made its first public display during the 
nine years of the Parnellite split, showing how base at 
moments of excitement are minds without culture.—1914. 

Lady Gregory in her Life of Sir Hugh Lane assumes that 
the poem which begins *Now all the truth is out (p. 122), 
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addressed to herself. 


was addressed to him. It was not; it was 
—1922. 

THE DOLLS 
(page 141) 

The fable for this poem came into my head while I was 
giving some lectures in Dublin. I had noticed once again 
how ail thought among us is frozen into Something • other 
than human fifed After I had made the poem, I looked up 
one day into the blue of the sky, and suddenly imagined, as 
if lost"in the blue of the sky/stiff figures pn procession. I 
remembered that they were the haDitual image suggested 
by blue sky, and looking for a second fable called them The 
Maai' fp/ I4i\ compTementar}? forms of those enraged 
dolls.—1914. 


TtnpaCKS the loaded pern’ 

(page 163) 

When I was a child at Sligo I could see above grand- 
fatherk trees a little column^ of smoke from The pern 
TTitll/ and was told that foern’ was another name for the 
spool, as I was accustomed to call k, on which thread was 
wound. One could not see the chimney for the trees, and 
the smoke looked as if it came from the mountain, and one 
day a foreign, sea-ca,ptam asked me if that was a burning 
mountain,—1919. 


THE PHASES OF THE MOON 

(page 183) 

THE DOUBLE ATSION OF MICHAEL ROBARTES 

(page 192) 

MICHAEL ROBARTES AND THE DANCER 

(page 197) 
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Years aao I wrote three stories in which occur the names 
of MichaS Robartes and Owen Aherne. I now consider that 
I used the actual names of two friends, and that one of these 
friends, Michael Robartes, has but lately returned from 
Mesopotamia, where he has partly found and partly thought 
out rnuch philosophy. I consider that Aherne and Robartes, 
men to whose namesakes I had attributed a turbulent life 
or death, have quarrelled with me. They take their place in 
a phantasmagoria in which I endeavour to explain my 
philosophy of life and death. To some extent I wrote these 
poems as a text for exposition.—1922. 


SAILING TO BYZANTIUM 

(Stanza IV, page 218) 

I have read somewhere that in the Emperor’s palace at 
Byzantium was a tree made of gold and silver, and artificial 
birds that sang. 

the tower 
(page 218) 

The persons mentioned are associated by legend, story and 
tradition with the neighbourhood of Thoor Ballylee or 
Ballylee Castle, where the poem was written. Mrs. French 
lived at Peterswell in the eighteenth century and was re- , 
lated to Sir Jonah Barrington, who described the incident ot 
the ears and the trouble that came of it. The peasant beauty 
and the blind poet are Mary Hynes and Raftery, and the 
incident of the man drowned in Cloone Bog is recorded in 
mv Celtic Twilight. Hanrahan’s pursuit of the phmtom hare 
and hounds is from my Stories of Red Hanrahan. The ghosts 
have been seen at their game of dice m what is now my bed¬ 
room, and the old bankrupt man lived about a nundre 
years ago. According to one legend he could only 
Castle upon a Sunday because of his creditors, and according 
to another he hid in the secret passage. 
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In the passage about the Swan in Part III I have uncon¬ 
sciously echoed one of the loveliest lyrics of our time—Mr. 
Sturge Moore's ‘Dying Swan/ I often recited it during an 
American lecturing tour, which explains the theft. 

THE DYING SWAN 

O silver-tfiioated Swan 
Struck, struck! A golden dart 
Clean through thy breast has gone 
Home to thy heart. 

Thrill, thrill, O sdver throat! 

O silver trumpet, pour 

Love for defiance back 

On him w^ho smote! 

x4nd brim, brim o'er 

With love; and ruby-dye thy track 

Dowm thy last living reach 

Of river,^ sail the golden light— 

Enter the sun's heart—even teach, 

O w’onarous-gifted Pain, teach thou 
The ooi to love, let him learn how. 

When I wrote the lines about Plato and Plotinus I forgot 
that it is sometliinv in our own eyes that makes us see them 
as ail transcendence. Has not Plotinus written: Let ^every 
soul recall, then, at the outset the truth that soul is the 
author of all living things, that it has breathed the life into 
them ail, whatever is nourished by earth and sea, all the 
creatures of the air, the divine stars in the sky, it is the 
maker of the sun; itself formed and ordered this vast heaven 
and conducts all that rhythmic motion—and it is a principle 
distinct from all these to which it gives law and movement 
and life, and it must of necessity be more honourabletyhan 
they, for they gather or dissolve as soul brings them life or 
abandons them, but soul, since it never can abandon itself, 
is of eternal being'?—1928, 


447 







MEDITATIONS IN TIME OF CIVIL WAR 


(page 225) 

These poems were written at Thoor Ballplee in 1922, 
during the civil war. Before they were finished the Re¬ 
publicans blew up our 'ancient bridge' one midnight. They 
forbade us to leave the house, but were otherwise polite, even 
saying at last 'Good-night, thank you,' as though we had 
given them the bridge. 

The sixth poem is called 'The Stare's Nest by My Window.’ 
In the west of Ireland we call a starling a stare, and during 
the civil war one built in a hole in the masonry by my bed¬ 
room window. 

In the second stanza of the seventh poem occur the words, 
'Vengeance on the murderers of Jacques Molay.' A cry for 
vengeance because of the murder of the Grand Master of 
the Templars seems to me fit symbol for those who labour 
from hatred, and so for sterility in various kinds. It is said 
to have been incorporated in the ritual of certain Masonic 
societies of the eighteenth century, and to have fed class- 
hatred. 

I suppose that I must have put hawks into the fourth 
stanza because I have a ring with a hawk and a butterfly 
upon it, to symbolize the straight road of logic, and so of 
inechanism, and the crooked road of intuition: 'For wisdom 
is a butterfly and not a gloomy bird of prey.'—1928. 


NINETEEN HUNDRED AND NINETEEN 

(Sixth poem, page 236) 

The country people see at times certain apparitions whom 
they name now 'fallen angels, now ancient inhabitants of 
the country,' and describe as riding at whiles 'with flowers 
upon the heads of the horses.' I have assumed in the sixth 
poem that these horsemen, now that the times worsen, give 
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way to worse. My last symbol, Robert Artisson, was an evil 
spirit much run after in Kilkenny at the start of the four¬ 
teenth centu.r)n x4re not those who travel in the whirling dust 
also in the Platonic Year: See p. 234. 

TWO SONGS FROM A PLAY 
(page 239) 

These songs are sung by the Musicians in my play ‘ The 
Resurrection.’ 

AMONG SCHOOL CHILDREN 
(Stanza V, page 244) 

I have taken the Toney of generation’ from PorphyryT 
essay on 'The Cave of the Nymphs/ but find no warrant in 
Porphyr}^ for considering it the 'drug’ that destroys the 
'recollection’ of pre-natal freedom. He blamed a cup of 
oblivion given in the zodiacal sign of Cancer. 


THE WINDING STAIR AND OTHER POEMS 


(page 263) 


T am of Ireland’ (p. 303) is developed from three or four lines 
of an Irish fourteenth-century dance song somebody repeated 
to me a few years ago. ‘The sun in a golden cup’ in the poem 
that precedes it, though not 'The moon in a silver bag/ is 
a quotation from somewhere in Mr. Ezra Pound’s ‘Cantos/ 
In this book and elsewTere, I have used tow-^rs, and one tower 
in particular, as symbols and have compared their winding 
stairs to the phiiosophicai g}Tes, but it is hardly necessary 
to interpret what comes from the mam track of thought and 
expression. Shelley uses tow^ers constantly as symbols, and 
there are gyres in Sw^edenborg, and in Thomas Aquinas and 
certain classical authors. Part of the symbolism of Blood 
and the Moon’ (p. 267) was suggested by the fact thatThoor 
Baliviee has a waste room at the top and that butterflies come 








in throuah the loopholes and die against the window-panes. 
The ‘learned astrologer’ in' Chosen’ (p. 311) was Macrobius, and 
the particular passage was found for me by Dr. Sturm, that 
rno little known poet and mystic. It is from Macrobius’s 
comment upon ‘Scipio’s Dream (Lib. I. Cap. XII. 5); 

‘ . when the sun is in Aquarius, we sacnhce to the Shades, 
for it is in the sign inimical to human life; and from thence, 
the meeting-place of Zodiac and Milky Way, the descend¬ 
ing soul by its defluction is drawn out of the spherical, the 
sole divine form, into the cone.’ In ‘The Mother of God’ 
fp 281) the words ‘A fallen flare through the hollow of an 
ear’ are, I am told, obscure. I had in my memory Byzantine 
mosaic pictures of the Annunciation, which show a line 
drawn from a star to the ear of the Virgin. She received 
the Word through the ear, a star fell, and a star was 
born. 

When The Winding Stair was published separately by Mac¬ 
millan & Co. it was introduced by the following dedica¬ 
tion: 


Dear Dulac, , , 

I saw my Hawk’s Well played by students of our Schoo s 
of Dancing and of Acting a couple of years ago in a little 
theatre called ‘The Peacock,’ which shares a roof with the 
Abbey Theatre. Watching Cuchulain in his love y mask “d 
costume, that ragged old masked man who seems hundreds of 
years old, that Guardian of the Well, with your great golden 
wings and dancing to your music, I had one of those moments 
of excitement that are the dramatist s reward and decided 
there and then to dedicate to you my next book ^'"^^se. 

‘A Woman Young and Old’ was written before the 
publication of The Tower, but left out for some mjisonJ 
cannot recall. I think chat I w'as roused to write Death and 
‘Blood and the Moon’ by the assassination of Kevin 
O’Hiffgins, the finest intellect in Irish public hfe, and, 
tHnk 1 may add, to some e.xtenc, my friend. A Dialogue of 
Self and Soul’ was v/ritten in the spring of 1920 during a 
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long illness, indeed finished the day before a Cannes doctor 
told me to stop writing. Then in the spring of 1929 life 
returned as an impression of the uncontrollaDle energj.^ 
and daring of the great creators; it seemed that but for 
■‘ournalisni and criticism, all that evasion and explanation, 
the world would be torn in pieces. I wrote 'Mad as the 
Mist and Snow/ a mechanical little song, and after that 
almost all that group of poems called in memory oi those 
exultant weeks ‘Words for Music Perhaps.' Then ill again, 
I warmed myself back into life with 'Byzantium’ and 
'Veronica’s Napkin/ looking for a theme that might befit 
my years. Since then I have added a few poems to 'Words 
for Music Perhaps/ but always keeping the mood and plan 
of the first poems. 
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THE WANDERINGS OF OISIN 
(page 323) 

The poem is founded upon the Middle Irish dialogues of 
S. Patrick and Oisin and a certain Gaelic poem of the last 
century. The events it describes, like the events in most of 
the poems in this volume, are supposed to have taken place 
rather in the indefinite period, made up of many periods, 
described by the folk-tales, than in any particular century; 
it therefore^ like the later Fenian stories themselves, mixes 
much that is mediaeval with much that is ancient. The 
Gaelic poems do not make Oisin go to more than one 
island, but a story in Silva GaMica describes Tour paradises,’ 
an island to the north, an island to the west, an island to the 
south, and Adam’s paradise in the east.—1912. 


THE SHADOWY Wy4TERS 

(page 387) 

I published in 1902 a version of The Shaio'^y Waters^ 
which, as I had no stage experience whatever, was unsuitable 
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for stage representation, though it had some little success 
when played during my absence in America in 1904, with 
very unrealistic scenery before a very small audience of 
cultivated people. On my return I rewrote the play in its 
present form, but found it still too profuse in speech for 
stage representation. In 1906 1 made a stage version, which 
was played in Dublin in that year. The present version muse 
be considered as a poem only.—-1922. 
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A certain poet in outlandish clothes , 
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A living man is blind and drinks his drop 
A man came slowly from the setting sun 
A mermaid found a swimming lad .... 
A pity beyond all telling 
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A storm-beaten old watch-tower ..... 

A strange thing surely that my Heart, when love had come 
unsought. 

A sudden blow; the great wings beating still . 
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Ah, that Time could touch a form 

All the heavy days are over . . . 

All things can tempt me from this craft of verse 
All things uncomely and broken, all things worn out and old 
Although crowds gathered once if she but showed her face. 
Although I can see him still ..... 

'Although I’d lie lapped up in linen .... 

Although I shelter from the rain ..... 

Although you hide in the ebb and Sow. 

An affable Irregular ...... 

An ancient bridge, and a more ancient tower . 

An old man cocked his ear upon a bridge 
And thus declared chat Arab lady . . . . 

As I came over Windy Gap . . « . . 

Autumn is over the long leaves chat love us * 
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466 





Far-off, most secret, and inviolate Rose, 

Fasten your hair with a golden pin 
Five-and-twenty years have gone . 

Fled foam underneath us, and round us, a wandering and 
milky smoke , . . , 

For certain minutes at the least . 

For one throb of the artery 
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God grant a blessing on this tower and cottage 
Good Father John O^Hart. . * ^ 


Had I the heavens' embroidered cloths , 

Half close your eyelids, loosen your hair 

Hands, do what you're bid 

Has he not led us into these waste seas. 

Has no one said those daring 
Having inherited a vigorous mind 
He stood among a crowd at Drumahair. 
Hidden by old age awhile » , , * 

Hope that you may understand! . 

How should the world be luckier if this house 
Hurry to bless the hands that play 
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49 
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I admit the briar 
‘I am of Ireland 

I am 'worn out with dreams . . . . 

I asked if I should pray . . . . , 

I bade, because the wick and oil are spent 
I bring you with reverent hands . * . . 

I care not what the sailors say , , . . 

I climb to the tower-top and lean upon broken stone 
I cried when the moon was murmuring to the birds. 
I did the dragon's will until you came * 

I dreamed, as in my bed I lay 
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I (dreamed that I stood in a valley, and amid sighs 
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74 

I dreamed that one had died in a strange place 



47 

I found that ivory image there 



^95 

I had this thought a -while ago 



100 

I hardly hear the curlew cry . . . 



373 

I have drunk ale from the Country of the Young 



81 

I have heard the pigeons of the Seven Woods . 



S5 

I have met them at close of day , 



202 

I have old women’s secrets now . 



2^53 

I have no happiness in dreaming of Brycelinde 



91 

I have pointed out the yelling pack 



250 

I hear the Shadowy Horses, their long manes a-shake 


69 

I heard the old, old men say 

, 


91 

I know, although when looks meet 

♦ 


292 

I know that I shall meet my fate. 



152 

I made my song a coat .... 



142 

I meditate upon a swallow’s flight 

♦ 


275 

I met the Bishop on the road 



ON 

I passed along the water’s edge below the humid trees 


14 

I, proclaiming that there is , . . 



304 

I ranted to the knave and fool 



CO 

I rise in the dawn, and I kneel and blow 



67 

I sat on cushioned otter-skin 



17 

I saw a staring virgin stand 



239 

I summon to the winding ancient stair . 



265 

I swayed upon the gaudy stern 



99 

I, the poet William Yeats . . , , 



214 

I think it better that in times like these 

, 


175 

I thought no more was needed 

♦ 


156 

I thought of your beauty, and this arrow 



85 

I walk through the long schoolroom questioning 

♦ 


242 

I walked among the seven woods of Coole 

* 


383 

I wander by the edge * . . , 

. 


75 

I went out alone • * 

* 

* 

296 
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I v/ent out to the hazel wood . . , 

I whispered, "I am too young’ ♦ , . log 

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree * , 

I would be ignorant as the dawn ... < 

I would that we were, my beloved, white birds on the foam 

of the sea . . .a 

If any man drew near * . . . 100 

If I make the lashes dark . , , , . -.Qg 

If Michael, leader of God’s host . 

* * * 4 -^ 

If this importunate heart trouble your peace . . *73 

If you have revisited the town, thin Shade . . .12-^ 

If you, that have grown old, were the first dead . .238 

In tombs of gold and lapis lazuli. . . 270 

Indignant at the fumbling wits, the obscure spite . , 122 

King Eochaid came at sundown to a wood . , * 417 

Know, that I would accounted be . . . * 56 

Kusta ben Luka is my name, I write .... 427 

Laughter not time destroyed my voice . . . .252 

'Lay me in a cushioned chair » 27 

Like the moon her kindness is . . . . .250 

Locke sank into a swoon . . 

'Love is all . . . ^ ^ ^ .291 

Many ingenious lovely things are gone . . . .232 

May God be praised for woman . . . . .164 

Midnight has come, and the great Christ Church Bell . 256 

Much did I rage when young . . . . .237 

My dear, my dear, I know. . . . . .157 

My great-grandfather spoke to Edmund Burke . .271 

My mother dandled me and sang * , . ,134 

Never give all the heart, for love. ^ ^ 87 

'Never shall a young man . . * « . ^ 277 
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Never until this night have I been stirred . 
Nor dread nor hope attend 
Now all the truth is out * 

Now as at all times I can see in the mindhs eye 
Now, man of crozicrs, shadows called our names 
Now must I these three praise . 

Now that we’re almost settled in our house . 


O bid me mount and sail up there , ♦ 

O but there is wisdom ... * 

O but we talked at large before . 

O cloud-pale eyelids, dream-dimmed eyes 
‘O cruel death, give three things back’ . 

O curlew, cry no more in the air 
O heart, be at peace, because 
O hurry where by water among the trees 
O sweet everlasting Voices, be still 
O thought, fly to her when the end of day 
O what to me the little room 
O women, kneeling by your altar-rails long hence 
*0 words are lightly spoken’ 

O’Driscoll drove with a song 
Old fathers, great-grandfathers . 

On Cruachan’s plain slept he . . 

On the grey rock of Cashel the mind’s eye . 
On the grey sand beside the shallov/ stream . 
Once more the storm is howling, and half hid 

Once, when midnight smote the air 

One had a lovely face ...» 
One that is ever kind said yesterday 
Opinion is not worth a rush . * 

Others because you did not keep. 

Out-worn heart, in a time out-worn 
Overcome—O bitter sweetness * . 
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Pale brows, still hands and dim hair 
Pardon, great enemy. ♦ . . _ 

Pardon, old fathers, if you still remain , 

Poets with whom I learned my trade . 

Pour wine and dance if manhood still have pride 
^Put off that mask of burning gold 

Red Rose, proud Rose, sad Rose of all my days! 
Rose of all Roses, Rose of ail the World! 

Sang old Tom the lunatic * * . . ^ 

Sang Solomon to Sheba . . . , , 

Send peace on all the lands and flickering corn 
Shakespearean fish swam the sea, far away from land 
She has not grown uncivil .... 

She hears me strike the board and say , 

She is foremost of those that I would! hear praised 
She is playing like a child .... 

She lived in storm and strife 
She might, so noble from head . 

She that but little patience knew. 

"She will change,"’ I cried . 

Shy one, shy one ..... 
Sickness brought me this .... 

Some may have blamed you that you took away 
Speech after long silence; it is right 
Stand up and lift your hand and bless . 

Suddenly I saw the cold and rook-delighting heaven 
Surely among a rich man’s flowering lawns 
Sweetheart, do not love too long . 

Swift has sailed into his rest 
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That cry’s from the first cuckoo of the year 
That is no country for old men . 
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That lover of a night . , * ^ , 

The angels are stooping ♦ . . . ^ 

The bees build in the crevices ♦ . ♦ . 

The branding of a sparrow in the eaves . 

The cat went here and there ♦ . . . 

The Danaan children laugh, in cradles of wrought gold 
The dews drop slowlp and dreams gather: unknown spears 
The fascination of what’s difficult 
The Heavenly* Circuit; Berenice’s Hair . 

The heron-billed pale cattle-birds 

The host is riding from Knocknarea . * . , 

The intellect of man is forced to choose 
The island dreams under the dawn 

The jester walked in the garden . . . * , 

The light of evening, Lissadell . * . , 

The lot of love is chosen. I learnt that much . 

The moments passed as at a play..... 

The old brown thorn-trees break in two high over Cummen 
Strand ....... 

The old priest Peter Gilligan .... 

The Powers whose name and shape no living creature knows 

The threefold terror of love; a fallen flare 

The trees are in their autumn beauty .... 

The true faith discovered was ..... 

The unpurged images of day recede .... 

The woods of Arcady are dead ..... 

There is a queen in China, or maybe it’s in Spain 
There is grey in your hair . . . . 

There’s many a strong farmer . . 

There was a green branch hung with many a bell 
There was a man whom Sorrow named his friend . 

There where the course is . 

These are the clouds about the fallen sun 

They hold their public meetings where * . , * 
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They must to keep th( 
Things out of perfecti 
This great purple butt 
This night has been sc 
This whole day have I 
‘Those Platonists are : 
Though leaves are mai 
‘Though logic-choppe: 
Though nurtured like 
Though the great son$ 
‘Though to my feathe 
Though you are in yo 
Three old hermits toe 
Through intricate mo 
Through winter-time 
Time drops in decay 
‘Time to put offi the * 
Toil and grow rich . 
Turning and turning 
Two heavy trestles, ai 


Under my window-le^ 
Undying love to buy 


Was it the double of 
We have cried in our 
We sat together at 01 
We sat under an old 
We should be bidder 
We that have done a 
We who are old, old 
Were you but lying < 
‘What do you make 
‘What have I earned 
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They must to keep their certainty accuse * . » 207 

Things out of perfection sail . . * . . 306 

This great purple butterfly* . . . . .191 

This night has been so strange that it seemed. . *174 

This whole day have I followed in the rocks . . .36 

‘Those Platonists are a curse/ he said .... 271 

Though leaves are many, the root is one . . .105 

‘Though logic-choppers rule the town . . . . 15S 

Though nurtured like the sailing moon.... 249 

Though the great song return no more . . . .271 

‘Though to my feathers in the wet . . . .124 

Though you are in your shining days . . , .79 

Three old hermits cook the air . . . . ,127 

Through intricate motions ran . . . , .288 

Through winter-time we call on spring . . . ,237 

Time drops in decay 62 

‘Time to put off the world and go somewhere * .128 

Toil and grow rich . . . . . , * 135 

Turning and turning in the widening gyre . . .210 

Two heavy trestles, and a board . . * . . 2,27 

Under my window-ledge the waters race . * .275 

Undying love to buy ^ * 298 

• Was it the double of my dream . , . * . 20S 

We have cried in our despair . * « . ,124 

We sat together at one summer s end « . » .88 

We sat under an old thorn-tree .... * 253 

We should be hidden from their eyes . . . « 251 

We that have done and thought . . . * .271 

We who are old, old and gay . • • • ‘43 

Were you but lying cold and dead . ♦ - .80 

‘What do you make so fair and bright/ . • .10 

‘What have I earned for all that work,^ I said * * 169 
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What lively lad most pleasured me 

What need you, being come to sense ’ 

What s riches to him 

What shall I do with this absurdity 
What they undertook to do . ' ' 

When all works that have . ' ’ ' 

When have I last looked on ‘ ‘ ‘ 

When her soul flies to 1- i 

WU.r. T 1 n dancing-place 

When I play on my fiddle in Dooney . " 

When my arms wrap you round I press.' 

ten the flaming lute-thronged angelic door is widi 

When you are old and grey and full of sleep . 

Wheie dips the rocky highland . ^ 

Where got I that truth? . ' ' ‘ ‘ 

Where had her sweetness gone’ 

Where has Maid Quiet gone to ’ ' ' ’ 

, from that reed-throated whisperer 

While I wrought out these fitful Danaan rhymes ' ‘ 

Who dreamed that beauty passes like a dream? 

Who talks of Plato’s spindle . ’ 

Wh will go drive with Fergus niw ’ ‘ ‘ ' 

Wme comes in at the mouth . , ’ ' ’ 

Wouldt f distinguished grace ' ’ 

Would I could cast a sail on the wateh 
Wouipt were anything but merely voice!' . 

W y should I blame her that she filled my days 

You gave, but will not give again 

You say, as I have often given tongue ' * ' ' 

YouhIo“ of mine 

ves ave stamped at the black margin of the wood 

' , y 474 ^% 









